shocked, 


The Satan's Journey 





La jornada de Satán (La journée de Satán) O Pierre Lérmit 


DREAM... 


Behold, Satan, who they destroy themself 
fools, not knowing why. 

They instill hatred, daring and cunning... 
Are not you happy, tell me? 

MOS od 

DUELA... 


Look at them, Satan, with what pride 
and arrogance-righteous, wise... 

You gave them pride. You sure... 

Are not you happy, say? 

VOB. 606 

DUE sv 





Look at how they stack their wealth 
and how they rob and exploit. 

You gave them the greed for money... 
Are not you happy, say? 

CS 

DUEAN 





Envy devours, lust 
and they have been brutalized gluttony; 
are disturbed by the sense of anger; 
modesty laziness being robbed... 

Is not it follow the path 

you wanted to continue, say? 

Are not you happy, say? 

AE 

DUE iz 








Satan, you're the big winner! 

You're wrong. I'm always the big beat. 
Who is the winner? 

Do not you know? 

Love! 





Manuel Barhey. (Songs of Life). 
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INTRODUCTION 





For centuries men believed that the vastness of the sky was empty. 





Until a day savants invented the first telescope. 





So warned, 


that this empty sky was full of great stars, with which our 


earth does not mean anything but a miserable particle of dust lost in 
space. 


Wake and his cu 


focused at infinity. 


His 





astonishment turned int 
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fact, 
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a figment of the imagination su 
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creature and God there is a whole multitude of 











good angels. 


But they are also evidence of 
And in this book is to treat them precisely, 
among us of his stubbornness hurt 
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is telescope. 


sky was white, so many worlds turned to 


sky. 





y a material 


which is nothing compared to the multitude of beings, good 
or bad, that populate 
Among the poor human 
the spirits ... crowd 
udes evidently opposed. 


umerate. 





everywhere, evidence of th xistence of 











t us and their infernal sk111 


the existence of fallen angels, 
their presence 





need to know, first of all, th xistence of our enemy to guard 








Like 
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it, to outrun or fight 
the Church, by the mouth of his priests, he sp 





wed every day, 

















end of all Masses celebrated in the world, every Christian 


should know that your adversary the devil prowls around him 











constantly, watching eagerly 
him, and that it should resist with all the energy of 


This book is written to remind everyone of 











or death. 


Since our appearance on earth, 
clever, 


the opportunity to seize 

















him, convict 
faith. 


this serious truth, life 


we have a very strong opponent, very 
who follows us step by step, disguised in a thousand ways, 


stirring occasionally to kill the soul, taking advantage of everything 
to make us sin. 


That 1s, 


agony 


And stubborn to the end, 
slogan of torment, 


us. 
The 
Mee 
corami 





we are w1]l 


fallen angel is si 
t our eastern border. 


tted. But he also 





Tf God does not limit 


crushes the grain, 


Christ had not come bet 
Because, 
Christ 





protect us 


Xx xk xk 


lLling to commit. 
t its evil aggressive crush us, 
as he had dreamed of crushing the apostle Peter, if 
tween him and the first Pope of 
really comforting-before the might of the devil, Jesus 








knows, 








tronger than us. 
Watch our life. 


until the very moment of that last fight which is our 


when they can not make us sin, fulfills the 
to make die between despair and terror that awaits 





Not know what sins ever 





and even more certainty, 

















t the Saviour rises with all its infinite thanks 








in the harsh and hellish combat. 





that every day 


as the millstone 





the Church. 


redección to 


The prodigious tactic of Satan is disquise. 

He does not exist. 

He's a legend for people naive. 

A story to scare small children. 

The men of the world, scientists are especially disdainful shrug 
when, by chance, they speak of the devil. 

The worst is that there are a number of Christians who think, as 
people of the world, that Satan is only a fiction, an invention of 
fearful devotees. 

IT attended the production of a film concerning the Sister Therese. 
In that tape, there would be a visible intervention of Satan. And to 
embody, had chosen a first-class actor. 

Then, after a lively discussion, finally agreed to delete those 
scenes, for fear of public reaction, which - oh, contradiction! - So 1 
gladly accepted the intervention of Mephistopheles in Faust, the most 
popular of operas 





























Xx xk xk 


Is not there a devil? 

Did you not read the Bible, where he was appointed everywhere? Not 
even the Gospel? You forget that Jesus constantly had expelled demons 
lodged in the body or the soul of the sick ... 

.. That even with Jesus Christ, has been tempted, in his own person, 
Satan, tempted three times, and that such temptations are staggered in 


























a logical order, in ascending levels ... gluttony, vanity, pride 
supreme. 
Every year, you yourself read these temptations of Satan in the 











Gospel that is specifically devoted to them. 
Let us now derive the conclusion: the disciple is not above the 
Master. 
You also have your demon, demons, especially if you are "someone" if 
you represent for him a special opponent. 








Xx xk * 


What Satan does not exist? You read the Lives of the Saints 
recognized by the Church. 
Listen, in private, the story of certain missionaries in countries 
that still have no contact with the Christian faith and where Satan 

reigns as master. 

What Satan does not exist? 

Go and ask the Holy Curé of Ars, who has struggled all his life with 
the trickster, as he called it. 

What Satan does not exist? 

Look for yourself. If you are sincere, you will notice how often he 
has pushed, by both shoulders, to guilty acts. Joseph de Maistre 
wrote: "I knew no other consciousness than that of an honest man, my 
own. At times, 1t was awful!" 









































Xx xk x* 


In a form and in an environment that I reconstituted, after much 
reading hagiographic, which approximates the Christian objectivity 
significantly more than the form, so pagan, of Dante, I have presented 
facts before it, all your starting point in the throbbing reality of 














life. 

He could cite many more, even more marked, tested by me in my long 
life as a priest in Paris, and especially, in the exercise of my 
ministry as priest of Montmartre. 

More thorough testing although th xistence of angels and constant 
bloody offensive in our life, I considered that these events include 
chapters banned, because Satan would take probecho of them. 

Hence it would be, above all, that the "best" would be adverse for 
good. 














Xx xk xk 


But as it is, this book will still provide the Christian soul a real 
comfort, because if the battle is tough and relentless, 1f the gates 
of Hell are terrible for us poor human beings, Christ is stronger than 
Satan and all his demons. 

And, 1f there is evil angels there too, and in greater numbers, and 
pious faithful angels in the service of our souls, angels, backed in 
God is stronger than the damned. If each of us has to ruin him, a 
personal devil, also has his beloved guardian angel. 

That is why what the voice that rises above the din of the great 
battle is just a word of hope. It is a word of certainty: Confidete 

Have confidence, I have overcome the world. 

Armed with this Winner's grace, we too will cross the battlefield, 
perhaps numerous times and hurt badly, but even so, victorious, and 
reconocidísimos to Him who never abandons the Christian faith has 
retained its power and its love. 









































PART LI 


THE CALL OF SATAN 
MAJOR EVENTS AHEAD 


THE HOPE OF SATAN 

HOW TO HURT THE INACCESSIBLE? 
LOVE AND HATE FACE TO FACE 
LUCIFER'S PLAN 





Chapter I 
THE HOPE OF SATAN 
Above the villages and towns... 


Above the valleys and mountains... 
On the cliffs and the sea... 























Through the giant worlds that revolve in the solitude of the 
celestial spaces... 





In the ocean of the Invisible... 





Satan suffers from inexorable boredom... 

Magnificent for his angelic nature, he, the closer to God... he, 
the light bearer, has become the Prince of Darkness. 

His kingdom is the night... 


Lucifer, 


His soul is full of bitterness at the thought of that Good Being who 
and which he believed accurately touched his non 


ls all Be 


ing; 








existent boundaries... 
He, the most beautiful of creatures, had dreamed of surpassing, to 
dethrone the Creator. 


And yet, 


looking so perfect, so bright 
compared with its light, was nothing bu 


that the glare of the suns, 
a rude shadow, this 





O dí 





magnificence had exalted to the vertigo. 
It was proud, he had become the pride same, personified. 


And this pride, 





And it had become th ternal beat. Because noneone Can never be 


equal to 





What further exacerbates the suffering of Lucifer is that, apart 
ling contrast between what was and what it is, apar 
lation of his immense pride, his whole being is like 
immersed in a hatred as impotent and inextingible first term against 
is still his God, and who formerly has served as such. 


from the appal 
humil 





from the 





the God who 


God. 
































The hatred is sad. 
Lucifer hates with all his being. 





He hat 








s the angels who remained faithful. 











He hat 


worm Call 
A pebbl 











s the archangel Michael, his personal adversary, who, in a 
terrible grief, has knocked down. 

Hate, finally and above all, to this miserable creature, this earth 
led man, which was one of the causes of their rebellion. 


e Can break down a giant. 











And as a drop of water is precious to those who die of thirst, the 


misery of man is the only consolation of the fever that devours it. 
And that is why Lucifer is sad, feeling himsel 
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empty of all love. 








It is the wanderer, who has no homeland, which has lost everything 


because he lose God. 





There is exist only an exit to him, a new rebellion, better prepared 
than the first, 





embodied in it and never satisfied had unleashed his 
a foolish rebellion against Him who is all Life, all beauty, all Love. 








for to enable him to break his chains, forcing the 








door of paradise lost... and settle there instead of God. 


Oh, that day! 








Victory Day of the Hate over the Lov 





ushing the Good. 


Satan expelling to God. 











thought, Lucifer is shaken. 
terrible voice his evokes 1t in advance, preparing for 








is, the mobilization of all of the Hell, for a massive 


e, all the cursed archangels!... 
e, demons of all kinds and of all ranks!... 


The Evil cr 
Given this 
And with a 
tomorrow, that 
attack: 
¿EO: mM 
.To m 
.Let' 


s gonna all be united in the 





the Heaven Go launch ourself with a frantic ardor, in a last battle, 
in which we have nothing to lose, because we have lost everything. 


«Let's gonna open widely the gates of Hell, and that all prisoners 








be grouped with mel... 
The enemy is God! 


same eagerness for to take over 


The piece that we hunt, the man!... 








The way to achieve it? All the media... As long as we get 1t! 
To me!... To me!... 

And in deep resonances, his lone voice is lost in the vold: 
To melivis TO Meda 

Chapter II 


HOW TO HURT THE INACCESSIBLE? 





And Satan embarks on its march again, in the blackness. 
Where does he walk? Does not know. 
Same as devoured by fever, whose arms cleaved the void... 








As well as the guilty, that to justify his crime, and reinvoke and 
reinvokes relentlessly, with his restless spirit, the motives that 














prompted him to act... 





And Satan, tortured by his obsession, he says, recounts and 


summarizes their grievances. 





He feel the need, constantly renewed, to justify to himself the 





revolt that caused the misfortune. 
This rebellion had begun, at the bottom of the millennia, 








who could remain infinitely happy in the splendor of a populou 





Angels, Archangels, Cherubims, Powers and heavenly spirits, 


wh 


an 


en God, 
s sky of 
nounced 


that his infinite love, in its expansion diffuser , would overflow the 





borders of the Paradise to create, under all of us, a new bein 
would be, in turn, spirit and matter... body and soul... a free 
creature, who would love him with all the merit of a freedom u 











in the sky. 





God wanted that creature will be happy... Place it in a new 
paradise, and this paradise, among the giant planets, would this speck 


of dust called Earth. 


g, which 


nknown 


Yes, God had said this, and if he had said, 1t was determined to do 


so. 
And Satan talks to himself: 





...An idea like this was so unexpected, so useless, so inferior, 
that promoted the immediate rebellion against a host of angels against 
a God that left to be God, since, solemnly announced foolish things. 














TI stood at the head of the movement... 
And my rebellion dragged legions of angels as I thought. 
The divine position, then, to occupy. 








And he had to occupy myself, since I was Lucifer, the light bearer, 


the first after God. 




















Were engaged then a formidable battle in the heavenly places... San 
Miguel, next... 1, on the other. 

IT was defeated, precipitated to the bottom of hell. 

And here is the first phase of the rebellion, phase I keep, and 
keep, an eternal obsession. 

But falling into the abyss, I had sworn revenge me! 

Revenge on who? Ay!... Not God, for I have found for my desperation, 
that TI can not hurt him directly. 

In this gigantic struggle, was revealed to me how I did not knew 

















about him. 
It is the ineffable, the Inaccessible. 

















And no matters, Il want to get hurt and catch up, despite all... 1 
want him! 
IT will strike him in this cursed man, this baby, an amalgam of 
matter and spirit, who loves likes a senile father loves for his last 
child. 

TI will kill your Adam! Yes, I will kill you! 

And 1 did, before mine, a solemn oath. 
TI wanted to take care, I just, of doing so. 

.I then entered the Garden of Eden and how a overlapping skil1! I 
saw there a man and a woman who had, in fact, looked very happy, 
surrounded by a prodigious nature. 
TI have watched, studied. I researched what was their weak point. 
And I said: If I can take over the woman, I will take possession of 
the man, poor man, that camouflaged iron rod! 

TI have taken over the woman ... and most easily, by pride. I have 
heard, I have flattered, I have discovered false perspestivas have 
dazzled. 

But I know that God has forbidden to eat from this fruit... Why? I 
asked, intrigued. 

Because if you eat from it, would be "divine", or equal to God... 
You're beautiful, Eva ... But what beauty would be yours, if your 
human form will be on the aura of divinity? 

And this woman, who knew nothing, I have fascinated. 

She had believed. 

And finally, given the irreparable step of taking the fruit and eat 
it. 

And that was the fall... And do not fall alone. Because after you 
eat of that fruit, Adam were infused the desire to do what she did. 

And both succumbed. 

The disappointment of God was immense. 

So much love was put into the creation of these two beings... And 
demanded so little to assert its sovereignty. 

They wer xpelled from the Paradise, of this paradise which God 
himself had prepared so carefully for their beloved. 

IT had destroyed the work of the Creator. 

TI had lost the first battle. 

But the winner of the second, Il was. Me!... 





































































































Chapter III 
LOVE AND HATE FACE TO FACE 


At this point, Lucifer is reconcentrated, folding lips bitterly: 

TI was the winner. 

Yes, but had not counted on this intimate and mysterious force that 
ls strange and they call Love 

The foolishness of God has had mercy on those two beings, so 
grievously fallen, condemned, they and their descendants, to a 
miserable life, forced to earn his bread by the sweat of his brow, 
exposed to disease, pain, the death... 

He decided to rescue them from the mire of sin and from the blood 
and poured. 

He wanted to save them, yet! 

Why them? What about me, right? 

















Satan grinds his teeth and repeat the question: Yes... Why them and 
not me? 





Would it have been necessary for me, Lucifer, humbled me, that begs 
forgiveness... 
And that, ever!, ever! 





...Since everything is paid for with suffering, and God can not 
suffer, his son became a man. All love is unspeakable that lies behind 
this mystery! God, in this thing that became material, low, 
corruptible, that they call flesh. 

Every time I understand less. 

And thank you for this marvelous lowering to his nature, men have 
persecuted, mocked... 

Lucifer was a sardonic grin. 

That strikes me as not of men. Il know them, and appreciate his 
miserable value. When they say that man is a wolf to man, they 
insulted the wolfs, because if they are hungry, they kills for to eat. 

. ..And despite the ferocity of man, the Word was not discouraged. 
Loved him even more... He said disconcerting words... beat truly in 
them a crazy love: I have loved you more than a mother love her 
child... Even if a mother can come back from their son, I do not ever 
forget you.. I did not Just crush the cane creek... 

Finally, after having lavished unqualified for the good of his 
people, having full of miracles and healings, that people crucified 
him wildly, shouting "His blood be on us and on our children! 

And yet this has not been sufficient to warm the love of Christ. He 
wanted to stay among these monsters, and become their food. 

It's nonsense! And if there was a stronger word than folly, I will 
say 1t. 

It's frantic, incomprehensible!... 
ut it has happened. 
nd the consequence is that is that I have lost the third fight. 
ut God is tenacious, Lucifer wants to be like him so much 

««.I do not feel like a coward. lI have come to have in my power to 
men, therefore, I can go get it. And through him I will smite his 
Creator. 

My hatred has become the reason of my existence. 

What would I do, if I will not hate! 

I hate so much as God loves. 

Prepare tomorrow's offense, therefor 

It will be awful! 
IT go around of the humanity to divide, to keep out thinking about 
his destination. 1 dream to materialize it fully, mechanized, rot... 
And even with propel-and that's my final goal-, to the removal itself, 
to be annihilated in a monstrous suicide that no one has ever had any 
idea and that will be the history of tomorrow. 

At one time, 1 did Cain kill Abel... 

Over the centuries, have raised some nations against each other. All 
these are nothing more than child's play! 

Today, taught by experience, I have sucesfully divided the earth 
into two enemies. He armed each of these blocks in a hellish. The war 
that I foresee as prepare the total, which is the last of the earth. 
It is therefore necessary for me to win. 

Among men, there will be no winners or losers. Only survivors, some 
crazed cores on land in flames, thanks to a higher science fueled for 
my hatred. 

That battle is my battle. I will decide the date and time. On the 
other hand the Book of Revelation predicted it. 
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God loved man... 

















But I remove the man... 

And kill the man by man, but to destroy the flesh. Do they call me 
the the imitator monkey of God? It will be tragic to the last drop of 
blood. 

And to prepare for this fight, I will do a count of my strength, 











like a magazine, in part, pending to the great Night. 

TI have, therefore, above all, a journey of mine, a true journey of 
Satan. 

Summarizing the reports of my subordinate subjects, multiplying the 
result of the individual acts may, I can in advance, make an idea of 
what will be the final battle, in which God, overcome at last, leave 
the earth to its sorry fate. 

Oh, that day!... 

The Prince of Darkness transformed into the Prince of world, 
launched the assault to the sky! 

At that time, the Jaws of Lucifer grind to impulses of the desire. 

So arrogant, dismissive, authoritarian, Satan whistled through the 
space for to call his owns... 

This time I will not be talking to himself. 

I'm going to give his orders. 

And faith in Lucifer, these orders will be fulfilled!... 



































Chapter IV 
LUCIFER'S PLAN 


That was scary. 

From all corners of the Invisible came, sinister, the whole army of 
evil. 

Angels, Archangels, Seraphims, Cherubims, Powers, Thrones, Infernal 
spirits, everything that had once belonged to the court of God and 
glory, now cursed, had become the court of Satan. 

There they stood, stripped of their ideal beauty, but her 
intelligence intact... 

They had rebelled against God... Today, they had become slaves of 
Satan. 

Quiet, attentive to the voice of command, awaiting orders, as 
servants wait for instructions from his master. 

And the master speaks... 

He speaks, her voice shaking with anger. 

Externalizes the projects he just does, and his words are like 
sculpted iron: 
. .We are on the verge of colossal events, in which the land will 
perish odious and men who live there, because of our catastrophe. 

Also she will live terrible hours. 

... Until here, in a fragmentary way, we tried to destroy the love 
causing civil and national wars. Il started doing that Cain killed 
Abel. 

And after that, the work continued. 

...Some days, very frequently, from the history have been done a 
beautiful job. We have seen battlefields turned into human cemeteries, 
where countless corpses desperately raised his arms to an indifferent 
and hermetic sky. 


















































Today the war is going to be universal. 


world's destruction. 
e hand, all the civilized Christians with God. 


On the on 


On the other hand, Il, you, 
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wild. 





and lust. 


is Ccataclysm without precedent, 


's share. 
ow! 


His fingers hooked open as 1f it were to strangle the humanii 


Lucifer evokes hundreds of millions of yellow skinned men, 


Mongols, Russians, the anger in his hearts, flickering 


rushing, with 





What is at stake is the 


commanding hordes of bloodthirsty, 


you will have to reserve to 


Lucifer's face lights up with infernal joy. His eyes shine brightly 


ty. 


Chinese, 


against the building of modern civilization, against all that remember 
or represents the efforts of the generations to Truth and Beau 


palaces, Castles, 





splendours 


...All the wretched of 
becoming sl 
Prince w111l 





All that 


his hell, as I have found the mine. 


crushed under 





museums, 





the earth, poisoned, 











CY, 


churches, charities, cathedrals, all these 
the bombs, which revealed the secret hell. 








aves to the orders of the prince of this world, and 


be me. 


corroded by bacteria, 


that 


humanity that survives this then has his paradise, that 1s, 





...And free of the man, 


the sky! 


mystery of 





will we will Jump, finally, the assault to 


the laboratorles. 

















The wise piled mount 
But the naive think thai 
To continue believing 11 
I, on the fateful hour, 
gesture, light the fuse and app] 
Then will come, indeed, 





of all mankind! 


Where is 
Where is 





And the Hate...l am! 


And on the ruins of your world, dest 
all cost, I will proc] 
the convicted, he will 





to save at 
Lucifer, 





Lucifer... 
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TI will 
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tains and mountains of bombs. 
t 1t will be never used. 





This is currently being prepared in secret arsenals and in the 


find the man who, with resolved 


the final struggle, the mournful dea 





the love, stupid love, in this unspeakable annihila 
then your famous victory, hated God? 
Hate is the owner and master of the battlefield, 





laim the triumph of my revenge 





THE STAFF OF SATAN COME TO HIS CALL 


SUPERB 
AVARICE 
LUST 
ENVY 
GLUTTONY 
WRATH 
LAZZINES 





to the magazine in the world! 


th knell 





tion? 


the master of all. 


troyed by those who wanted them 


have defeated Christ the Savior! 


Chapter V 
SUPERB 


This fiery speech, 
silence. 


Trembling, quivering, 








Obviously, because qui 
But today the threat 
on new facts, and a to 
In contrast, under 
villages, palaces, 
the night. 
But, at intervals shown 
complaints of late night 
And Satan smiles, watch 
Because over there is h 
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tonight pierced by spol 
parties, 
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is vanguard, his accomplices, 


churches. 


Sleep in 





dances, 

















land, 
the reassuring arms of 


the demons have heard the Archangel. 
ten heard such prophecies of disaster. 
It seems well founded. 1 
tal change of the behavior of mankind. 

the earth sleeps... 


with its 


a wounded cry was heard in the midst of a fearful 





t relies 


cities, 





amusement 


tlights violent 
Cabarets, 


centers. 





more 





dissolve the dynamism of 


He calls them 
Avarice, 


particularly in charge of disorders, corrupt, 
youth. 

Called his captains, who constitute the staff of evil. 
by name, hard voice that does not support any reply: Pride, 
Lust, Envy, Gluttony, Wrath and Sloth. 

They also are famous chiefs, having for title glory in 
disorganization immense ruins of the world. 

Pride, Called first, is presented. 

Tall, strong, straight, heels together, pride in his eyes. 

Lucifer watches, with pleased view: 

-TI salute you, in you I recognise my image. You are the firstborn of 
my soldiers. At the dawn of the world was wii 


woman. And with his fall, 





Then you have continued. 





What prevents you do not al 
friendships have broken! 


peoples, 


rival 





individual 


basis... 
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tioners... 





Ah Superb... 
many wars u 
rivers of tears and blood, 
to me in th 


...The ruins of Babylon, 
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O Pride!, 


Byzantiunm, 


compared with the monstrous reality of tomorrow. 





-You are my beloved daughter in whom I place my 
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with wings spread, 
awaiting the moment to descend on Earth, 


Deeply shaken Lucifer close 
hope... 
Pride, then, stands more: 
-Lucifer, count me in! 
And, solemnly, 
room, 
the people receive 


their inspirations from her myst 


is aligned in 








meetings. 


the families! 
that triggers the vertigo 
They could be the benefactors of their 
and have become their execu 
What future destr 
nleashed in the course of centuries, 
are you, 
e colossal catastrophe that lies ahead. 
Carthage, 


tion have now in you! 


Korea, 


the Pride in his arms: 


th you how I tempted the 
I won my first battle... 
Your work is great 
Lso work on an 
. . Many disagreements have arisen between 
2.5 LOU Aé 
in the soul of the conquerors. 





lries of nations. 


Many 


After so 
have made them to run 
who w111 be chair next 


were nothing 





the back of 
where the agitators of 
terious secret 
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Chapter VI 


AVARICE 





Lucifer muttered, as if to himself: "We condemned, cursed pleasures 
thus enjoyed that taste beforehand. Which set of ruins will prepare 
the Pride!" 

He then called the Avarice. 

Gaunt, yellow, thin lips, eyes half hidden behind a bulging lids, 
Avarice is presented. 

She is also watched, pleased by Satan: 

Oh, Avarice!, My dear daughter, as Pride, possess immense power in 
the ruin of souls. Your sister can register wins in its list of 
original sin, a primary Cause of all evil on earth. You have something 
better in your active, and more right to my gratitude. Because you are 
the one who did that miserable Judas sold Christ for thirty pieces of 
silver. Indeed, it was very expensive! 

And on Earth I have not met greater feat... 

...I do not feel envious of you. However, you did that they make 
adoration on Me. And you had the cynical coquetry to make adoration to 
you in the form of a golden calf. It must be that men are stupid and 
disgusting. Could have chosen a noble animal, lion, horse, eagle... 
No, it is preferred the calf! 

...And so it goes... 

...What a magnificent kingdom have, oh, Avarice!... Because the 
interest governs the world more than Love. 

The money continues to lack of odor. To have more every day, men are 
ready for anything. 

...Many times I have seen them discussing in mourning, the first 
night of certain inheritances, when the body of the pseudo well-loved 
had not cooled yet, willing to come to blows because one must be, 
apparently, more favored than the other! 

If the dog defends his bone is a lamb compared to the miser who 
defends his money and refuse the crumbs to his neighbor, though he was 
dying, in his own eyes, from misery and hunger. 

...So, still, Avarice, supplying safes, filling their pockets and 
drying the hearts... 

Say, repeated those beings who live a day and move an hour, they 
never have enough for their needs and pleasures, to be taken every 
precaution imaginable to get enough, be wary especially of Providence, 
which speaks, oh irony, of the daily bread. 

What they want to be sure, above all, bread and sweets of all life. 

.. That treasure, as well as they can. And one day, be mine, dying 
on piles of gold and bank notes, with great Joy of his relatives and 
friends, not even a responsible mass for the repose of their souls. 

But I will take care of those souls, rather than yours, I get them 
dry, I will dry them further. 

...Yes, Avarice, count on you. You are a wonderful provider of my 
hel11! 

Then, sketching in his thin lips a dry smile, Avarice comes to stand 
beside Pride. 






















































































Chapter VII 


LUST 




















and 





Makeup, covered with rouge, shaded eyes, painted red lips and 
nails... beautiful, but with an artificial beauty, hellish 
disturbing, Lust is presented. 

Satan then receives her with open arms and close over to what was 
his heart. 

Oh, Lust, how TI love you! You are tender and powerful, insinuating, 
irresistible! You are my direct revenge against God. Because you are 
the living proof, tangible, that he deceived awkwardly. You embody the 
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Chapter IX 


GLUTTONY 


The Gluttony go below... 
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Salome? 

Here is a great victory that points to hes credits! 

.  .Encouraged, then, for these successes every day, working with 
ardent zeal, fostering the decline of humanity. Thank to you, man 
dies, is killed. Dig your grave with your fork. Help him in this 
beautiful work. Tempts him in the morning... especially at night. Fat 
him like a pig. Pregnant his muscles. Congested his brain. It is your 
mission. Then, when the soil is ready, Lust, your sister will do the 
rest and will consummate the complete victory of the body on a soul 
drowned, wiped... 


Ambushed behind the greasy 


and bulky eyelids, 


and blink with a sweet joy. 
And her full lips mutter: 












































Gluttony's eyes glow 





Thank you, Lucifer! For love of you, and more than ever, I will try, 
poison, congesting and killing men. 

And women too! 

.. That's the hardest part. They are afraid of getting fat. But 
anyway, even so I will, indirectly 

And Gluttony, extremely pleased, looking towards the earth, the part 
of Paris, the swivel belt cities where people have fun... 

Come with me! -Lust yells-. 

And Gluttony, smiling, hugging closely to her twin sister. 

Chapter X 

WRATH 

Satan then calls the Wrath. 

It comes as a gust of wind, spiky hair, looked terrible, fists 
clenched, his mouth full of rebellion and blasphenmy. 

Lucifer welcomes her quite strongly. Lucifer is known that in a 


hurry to get rid of it. 
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Drives men to desperate revolutions... 
Make arises what is not repirable. That is the blessed hour when man 
kills a man kills, his wife, k111l their children, commits suicide. 








Hastily, Lucifer says: 

Yes, what a beautiful Job in perspective, if you know cause 
disasters, and get them the most! 

.. .Your work is not long lasting. 

.. .You are the strong hurricane, but also, above all, to the 
nervous, exhausted, desperated. 

Work it. 

.I will take care of the rest. 

What can you do? I have already said, you Can do all. Do not stop 
here. Go Down, they await to you! 

Wrath, then grinds his teeth. 

And shouts: 

Why have you brought me, because you do not let me the time to talk? 
T could not utter a single sentence. And yet, had not only a few 
things to tell you. 
Will stay for another time! 
Naturally! Always hit, I am always for "again". Ah, Ah, 1f Il were 






























































the slug Gluttony or the Lust, then you will not say me, "Go!" But I 
am more than the Wrath... Thunders from hell! 
And the Wrath was gone, closing the door furiously behind her, with 


great dismay of a group of small inferior demons listening behind her. 


Chapter XI 


LAZZINES 





She comes at last, the turn of the Lazzines. 

Back in his seat, not in a hurry. 

Solid, ruddy, rises painfully. 

Advance, shuffle. 

And as a gelatin drips thickly stutters: 

Satan, what service TI can do in yours? 

Lucifer, quiet, responds slowly: 

T look at you with respect, because you are the grandmother, the 
mother of all vices, and even some more. 

Thank you, Lucifer, for encourage my weakness. 

Your weakness! If the fiery David had not become lazy, given to 
leisure. It would have been at the forefront of their armies, 1f he 
had continued fighting, would not have committed their heinous crimes. 
Is laziness, first, what has become an adulterer and a murderer. 

...Oh, Sloth, do not despise your paper! Hell is populated every day 
with all those lazy ones who do not know what they were born, because 
they have never done anything. Continues to gain weight to these 
useless, ankylosis by money, luxury and pleasure. 

...Sing softly, during the dream of his life, the modern alrs: 
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Chapter XII 


MY LITTLE ANGELS 


Lucifer sees the seven deadly sins, 


CAMOUFLAGE! 
ONE OF THE TWO! 





him 








Including Wrath, that after the crisis, has returned 


You are my staff, 
have spoken 
that is, at th 





same time, 


lined up respeci 


this play on words of the master. 





and dropped into the chair -the 
ts tremendous weight... 


tfully before 








CO 


the row. 








and I count on you for the great ba 








lost paradise. 
own but 

















millions of insects, 


to 

















concentration. 
And 
goblins, 








the noisy, 


they have come all. 


fierce devastating crops, 


legions of angels of latter category, 
the great leaders in their deflec 
against each other humb] 





The gnomes, 
the amulets... 





tion. 


Sal 


our revenge against God and 


too other forces that also interest me and I 
So, as if you could view hidden under leaves or in ho] 
] tan points 
fallen angels who followed 


There remain, fearful, 





ttle that I 


the conquest of 


expect a lot. 





lLlow trees, 
the finger 





huddled 





Ly. Have been ordered to a 


elves, 





ttend this infernal 


floggers spirits, 
All the Invisible mosquitoes, 





responsible for harassing, tired, exasperate men. 

Lucifer looks on with hard eyes, of course, but interested 
nonetheless. 

My little angels, says in a voice that would sounds paternal, do not 
believe I do not know your worth. In many cases, the hornet is 
stronger than the tiger, stronger than the angry, roaring lion. 

The most robust men are at the mercy of the smallest microbes, which 
in a few hours are responsible for sending them to eternity. 





























Senior leaders... have to fulfill its mission with respect to a 
plan. 

You..., little angels, you have yours. It is universal, continuous, 
formidable. But you must exercise it, especially in the individual. 

You are... the infantry on the battlefield. You have to turn you 
into the atmosphere of men... Arise, demons of the details and small 
things. But the little things that prepare large. 








Over the centuries, all men have warned your presence, and I have 
baptized you with all kinds of names. 











What do you care?... shrug shoulders... The result is what matters. 
You have to distort... all the cards. Hide things to the eagerly 
hands looking for... The writer does not find the letter he want to 











answer, or the address, the book you need. The housewife will lose 
your keys, the grandfather, his glasses, the commentator lose your 
documents, the servant will break the dishes. I could go on... 
continue... But you are intelligent beings, evil and weavers. 
You understand me... Il am sure of it! 
The little angels bowed his head and flapped in signal of enthusiastic 
agreement. 
Satan can count on them. They are his line troops, absolutely faithful 
to his cause. 
Lucifer over, smiling: 

TI am sure of yours. You are my little ones, my favorites, my 
comfort. I will reward them! 


























Chapter XIII 
SLOGAN: TO CAMOUFLAGE! 


Lucifer is then directed the whole army of archangels, seraphins, 
cherubims, thrones, powers, infernal spirits, little angels, and with 
a thunder voice summarizes their slogans: 

May each of you gain awareness of their responsibilities. We prepar 
the ultimate battle foretold in the Revelation. My stunning victory 
there is prophesied by the same Christ. Oh, Il know that then adds that 
this victory is ephemeral! But that statement is precisely the point 
we have to figure out between two us. 



































That battle will be... total. Prepare it in his details. 
..I invite you therefore to a rehearsal, a show of force. 
That day will be... my day, the day of Satan, herald of the great 





twilight, our last hope, our escape from darkness to light. 

Behold now, my last recommendation, the most important of all. 

Attention, increase good ear! 

...A Camouflage army is not a defeated army in advance. Here, from 
the highest to the smallest, all them should have to camouflage. And 
human stupidity, will help in a way unlikely. 








For men, we do not exist. Do you hear 1t? We do not exist. 
This colossal mistake, lodged in human brains, 1t must take root in 








them more and more. 

The man, brutalized by their pride, shrugs when you say our name. 

...Is unprecedented, but it 1s. 

. . However, these fools, when they look beneath them, prove that 
there is a whole hierarchy of beings, in all branches and kingdoms. 
There are noble animals, noble trees, precious stones. 

«This is true in the underworld. 

And yet... many, among the most intelligent men, affecting the 
belief that there is no hierarchy in the highest. They behave as 1f 
his miserable body, consisting of a particle of injected spirit into 
gross matter, was the supreme goal of beings and things. 

For them, the Invisible is empty. 

Do not feel intimidated therefore. Adopt all shapes, clothed with 
all the deceptions. Help people to grow up in its stupidity. 


























Impulse them to ridiculous you... to fear with scary stories for 
children. 
For them... you are the devil with horns and tails, furry devil, the 





devil dragging chains, the ghost of the white sheet that scary at 
night to the kids, but it does burst of laughter at the brainy people, 
who believe only in what they see in their eyes, they touch with their 
hands and they can photograph shoot. 

Nothing else exists. 

And the rest... is our great army, our superior intelligence, 
angelic, 








mistake of creating all those puppets and die needlessly for them. 























and our hatred of man, our hatred to this God who made the 
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well as those who received only a modest penny. All must give up all, 
and accurate accounts. 
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[ will summarize immediately... your victories and your defeats, and 
bring out 
that this result... is triumphant. I know reward or punish. 
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depart all, full of faith in me, to your place of combat in 














little...! 

it true, my large and small demons, a terrible day again 
wipe all that, and definitely? 

an active hatred, conqueror, victorious. 

in your network... to those abominable souls. Bring them to 











me to grieve, to humiliate the God who loves them. And help me to fill 
with quivering victims, all my Hell. 











never shall bring enough to appease the hunger that grips me and 
thirst which consumes me... 
I have a hurry to have them in my power, trampling, torture, drink 











their tears, hear and gnash their teeth... And throw all that horror 
in the face of God!... 

-Take 1it!- There you have, your well beloved!... 

ss cSata:. 

22:60! 


... Satan, watches you! 


Chapter XIV 


CHRIST... ONE OF THE TWO! 





Great excitement was produced in the Unseen. 

Excited and trembling, the little angels marched early, and tumbling 
more and better, down to the world. 
They were then archangels, seraphim, powers, infernal spirits who, 
with open wings, rushed towards the earth, miserable dust particles 

floating in the infinite immensity. 

Each had his plan and his idea. 

What weight would have, in their expert hands, those miserable and 
proud men and, who have eyes and not see... intelligences, and do not 
understand... and, brutalized by their materialism, they are poisoned 
with the venom of all his enhanced passions! 

Following the departure of the militia of hell, the silence was 
restored. 

And the silence was absolute, without echo, without limit. 

Lucifer, oppressed, immersed in his immeasurable boredom, suddenly 
broke the silenc 

And with a voice of thunder, which rolls through space, screams, 
howls: 

-I suffer like hel1!- 

Then suddenly, tends his fist at the Empyrean, where the 
immeasurable and quiet glow stars, and roars: 

T can not win... is on its way! Christ, one of the two! 


















































PART TWO 
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ALL IS WELL, OH, LUCIFER! 
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Chapter XV 


SUPERB 


Eager to know the vicissitudes of the battle, Lucifer does not 
expect to finish the astral day. 

And before it reaches its half, the Pride is ordered to give news of 
the struggle for the destruction of souls. 

Obedient as a servant, came to report: 

T did not expect, oh, Lucifer!, Calling me so soon. Do not give your 
troops time to overcome. 

About words, what is your activity? 

TI have already done a good job. Is uncountable multitude of peacocks 
and commoners who took daily parade before their peers. Angels For us, 
it is still something interesting to see how men are caught with so 
little, a compliment, a newspaper article, a piece of ribbon in his 
buttonhole. And so are these deadly fish, as they caught their fish in 
the river. 

««..It is a daily pleasure to savor in the shade, that need not be 
like "everybody," one of the bunch, the desire to "pretend". And it's 
funny to see a man, a woman, giving tone, making others listen to 
them, saying elogquent profanity. A politician, when he returned home, 
sometimes laughing all the nonsense that has solemnly told to his 
attentive and enthusiastic constituents. 

Lucifer brutally interrupts: 

Spare me such details. All this is fodder worthy of you and me. 1 
have a hunger for something more substantial. 

And I am going to serve immediately. I looked for a man to become a 
leader in every sense of the word. A man strong enough to polarize 
around him thinkers aiming at the crowds, in an atmosphere of mystical 
evolution. A man to undertake your designs, and courageous enough to 
trigger a global catastrophe that you aspire with all your strength. 

Ah, here is something that starts to get interested, exclaimed 
Lucifer. 

Yes, repeat the Pride, I searched among humans who represent the 
superman, unscrupulous, pitiless, always willing to let rivers of 
tears to lead to universal domination, a boss for whom nothing would 
exist apart from his will, nor the brain of the intelligents, nor the 
hearts of mothers, nor patriotism, nor the future of younger 
generations, or the beauty of beings and things, nothing but himself 
and his obsession , which is yours, mine, which I have suggested, 
have taught and fiercely feed it in an atmosphere of suspicion and 
accusations. 

Have you found that man? 

T think so. I have examined many and have rejected the inept, 
vacuous, with deceptive appearance of strength. They possessed the 
iron will that tramples all over to reach the end. 

So, that...? 
Is able to take charge of a global movement with fiery minions, 
apostles, martyrs up in all countries... Yes, I think half the world 

can throw against the other half, until the extermination of all 
peoples. It will be as you have explained, the universe destroying 
himself and escaping of the love of Christ, since Christ did not 
exist. 

My dream!... And you say, oh, Superb!, You have not done anything? 
But if you are gorgeous! 

Oh, Lucifer!, The thing is not more than begun, and I deal in the 
accumulation of cautions. 

Thus, as the old man is fatally, I think of that could take his 













































































































































































place, 1f mine were to die before the great twilight. 

To finish: carefully watch this business. 

TI am watching!, 1 give this man escort, control him, hold him and 
exalt his arrogance saying that it is almost a demigod, which is 
unique in the history of mankind, that no conqueror has ever provided 
so many millions of men, ready to rise in both hemispheres and die for 
their cause. 

And if perhaps some wretched murder him? 

Oh, IT think about 1t! We protect, therefore, against all attacks. He 
lives at home, behind a curtain of iron. no one can enter or leave 
without being checked thoroughly. Do not let it be displayed to the 
public. I live in an immense solitude, amid a nation of slaves. 

And agrees that isolation? 

Yes, because you get drunk every day, with a cold that makes men 
drunk impervious to any influence other than mine. 
It was several times on the verge of setting fire to the world. And 
then has retreated, or rather, we who backed out after noticing that 

it was not yet time. But not always recede. 

...On the other hand, if he wanted to go back, he could not. Because 
such potential unleashed in the world, that if his people noticing 
that they hesitated or Just stabilized, the reaction would be so 
brutal, devour him, and absorbs a straw ozena. That was yesterday, the 
whole history of Hitler and Mussolini. They were not up to the 
tremendous developments that had arisen. 

Lucifer listens... listen... 

And when pride is over -and with what tone of satisfaction!- The 
summary of his work, she says, slowly, weighing his words: 
I congratulate you for having so cleverly manipulated the levers of 

the world... 

...Yes, you are right. 

Let the angels... the battle of the vanities and female gossip. 

.. .You are born for higher business. 

...With us, the world today is in turmoil everywhere. 

. . Continue to act on the heads, over which they have, or think they 
have in their hands the destiny of peoples. 

.. «Throw in all your strength, dangerous slopes, which lead to 
disasters. 

...The crowds will follow like sheep to follow that lead to the 
slaughter. And do not stop any scruple. 

«..Pride, 1 congratulate you. Well I deserve hell and you are 
grateful. 

Lucifer then tends his rough hand. 

And with a cold resolution of Pride shakes, exclaiming: 

This time, the future is ours! 











































































































Chapter XVI 
AVARICE 


After Pride, Avarice is coming forward. She, too, disgusted, 
muttering: 

As my sister Pride, Il was not expecting to be called as soon... 

TI do what 1 do 1 Judge. And Il repeat what Il said to Pride: Il have 
hunger and thirst to know how is the battle from the beginning of the 
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Lucifer raises his head: 
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door, 
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dragging his suit 


ary about 1t. 
here is 
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lining up, 
their hands full of bills. 
e actress gets into her car -it has a grand-car-, 





the con 


gone in 


tcase and took 


trast. 


tation, 








in the thea 


ter 





but this 


driven by 


the hotel manager on behalf of all the servants, 


ic idea to the hotel manager. 
I want. 
That is not 





You will be served. becaus 


IT was the one from the Invisible 


TI can tell 


many of whose flowers were white. 
that had 





new, 





the money... 


IT want something that is not the expression 
of the power of money over to pleasure. 
greed. What interests me is pure greed, money for 


and not 


gold 


the true 


story of an old man that today must already be in your domains. 





Becaus 


he died before yesterday, 


accumulated day after day. 





leaving an enormous fortune, 


. .. Until almost died of hardship and hunger. No living today to have 
to live on later... Let me emphasize to you, Oh, Lucifer!, The greed 
of this man is my doing, and you have to record it on my records. 
Every night he counted and recounted his fortune. Il urged him to buy 
gold, because paper is never more than paper, and several times in 
history has produced unfortunate bankruptcies. While gold has always 
stopped suddenly, without any infidelity against those who have had 
the good sense to believe in its unfailing power. 
...I have advised to him that accumulate all the precautions, to put 
their treasures in many corners, carefully concealing the whole world 
what he owned. So wearing bad outfits patched with pieces. Miserably 
fed. He was hiding everywhere, behind pictures, under the pavement, in 
the old shoes, in bottles hidden under piles of coal. 

.A11 the scoring with hieroglyphic signs not to betray, and above 
all, to not forget. 
«Plus, despite everything, he forgot it. 

Wasting time who came to speak of pious works, funds for worship, 
construction of churches, summer camps. 

That was, for him, absolutely chinese. He had a very particular and 
strong way to put on the door to every good Sister that he report to 
ask for alms. Moreover, she said about it to each other and no nun 
risked twice. 

IT had suggested a quaint motto, heard from the lips of an old 
farmer. I kept repeating 1t, for him 1t was the same evidence: If I do 
not think about me, who think...? That truth has presided his 
experience throughout all his life. 

-Wel1, had he already dead? Lucifer asks, impatiently. 

-Undead, and more than dead. Yesterday morning he was found frozen 
in his bed, had died several days earlier. But fiercely lived alone, 
no one has bothered him. 

-So what he should be in my domain? 

-Have 1 told you. Is safe. Because nobody would have thought for a 
moment to Call a priest. 

-Was he buried in a christian way? I am used to such sarcasnm. 

ES 

SRFOS- 

=Not at all. Imagine, oh, Lucifer!, That his old caretaker, devoted 
to something, has refused, as she said, letting it the buried like a 
dog. 
-Why meddle with that this good woman? 

-O0h!, do not be suspicious: his soul can not fail to miss. What 
could the holy water over the corpse of an old stubborn? 

-No one ever knows what can happen. I distrust all. How much money 
has left? 

-Millions who may not be found only after several centuries, are so 
hidden... However, under his pillow he had a leather little pocket 
full of Louis gold pieces... He slept with them lovingly caressing as 
if they were his only friends, the only ones who could truly trust. 

. . Picturesque detail: He was an gravedigger who found the little 
pocket while pulling the old sheet that had the corpse. Of course, he 
had not say anything. All this is what saved to him... 

Very good! 

-But Just around the cemetery, has gone to the tavern to celebrate 
the find. And he has drunk so that it was necessary to put him in a 
taxi to take him home. 

...And when he have awakened, had found nothing. 

One of his comrades, skilful and sagacious, had taken the "cat". 
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Chapter XVII 
LUST 
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money is everything. 
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four. Before, 1 worked at the edge of the sea, but without appreciable 
result. There was a decent garment that blocked my path... Today, even 
the most demure, would not dare to put on old clothes. 

-Perfectly!... 

-I managed to completely remove the old suit... some of the men, but 
especially for women and young women. Today, almost nudity is the 
rule. Indeed, I can not see what they could to remove from the fabric 








of his diminished pseudo-dresses. 


“Very good! 


Very well... 


Lucifer whispe 


LS 


-You Can imagine the rest!... They bathe together, dried together, 
they tend together on the sand, or rather, under the tent. 

-Perfectly! Lucifer repeats. 

-But my hunt continues after bathing. The city makes things very 
well. There is casino, orchestra, play, "movie"... night parties. 
suggested the idea of bringing to some very steamy artists from Paris, 
to stoke the fire and on. All progress, therefore, successfully. And 
it may be said on this issue that there is lack of manpower to collect 
the harvest. Must be sent to me several well experienced angels. 

And the priest of the country leaves it at that? 

He is shy, old man, without strength to cope with the rising tide. 
Instigated by some venerable ladies, whose past is not exempt from 
history perhaps, that priest has been launched to counterattack, but 
with holy water or rose water. Been able to register some success, 
however, as my troops were gone, really, a bit far... 

What do you mean? I am eager to know details... 

-Imagine, Lucifer, so as not to get back into the hotel to get 
dressed, some girls and their mothers had devised the respectable 
attend mass in swimsults. 

-More and better! Lucifer exclaims. 

-No, because the clergy had protested then, and the parishioners 
have closed over them. In this, the best would have been the opposite 
of what is right, if I may so express it. But such excess had 
irritated me and I wanted to get revenge. 

-I am curious to know how. 

Wait a minute. To give more prominence to the races, Il had 
suggested to the chairman of the commission to request the Ministry 
celebrations come a shortstop. He has been in effect. And all the 
beach has dispensed a exceptional welcome. The sailors were allowed to 
go ashore, for equipment. 

-TI guess those good boys do not get bored... 

-0h, certainly not!... These ladies work, work... One of them, great 
temperament, had hand so boatswain in a small, pretty boy, unhappy 
that he determined to desert. 

.. And I had!... 

. . Unfortunately, his comrades have organized counteroffensive. H 
has been caught and tied like a sausage, and have thrown on a dinghy, 
which returned it to the shortstop. 

What a mistake! Lucifer roared. 

-If I had seen the face of the woman whose claws had Just started 
the dam... I was in it to excite his anger even more. Attached to the 
stockade, angry and contemptuous, it seemed as 1f she will split to 
the sailors. I believed for a moment, which would throw into the 
water. But it has calmed down, and returned to the island to take 
other feats. 

-It is interesting what you say. Because youth is the future. 

Upon hearing thi,s Lust is exalted: 

-How right you are! Youth is the future, is the easy terrain on 
which TI like so much toil. Every night 1 lead a small group to 
Montmartre. 

Lucifer raises his head: 

-What Montmartre? Be careful. There is a dangerous neighbor. 
















































































































































































-Oh, be quiet! The drive to the cabaret... and Montparnasse, and 
other more hidden still. First, are there them together; then 
secretly... Some have to return alone. So I am quiet. To those I have 














the security to dominate. 
... Until TI can add that the young also fall into my circle of work. 


-Explain... 

-Yesterday, for example, in a "good" family, so to speak, 1 
suggested to the parents, through a newspaper, the idea of going to 
see a movie, inspired by me, which has been much talk in the world and 
so hard that you yourself will be shocked... 

Lucifer then smiled, baring his yellow teeth. 

Were there? He asked. 

Well, yes there were. But that is not all! His four children 
entrusted to the care of the cook, have explored the room and found 
accidentally open a library in which the father had hidden memories of 
a stormy youth... And for more than one hour tasted text and 
illustrations, all you can expect. There were two boys and two girls. 
They have tarnished the memory for a lifetime. Never forget what your 
eyes have read and seen during this time of hell. 

.. Then, have again placed very well in its place. And when the 
parents have returned about six o'clock, they found all very applied, 
doing homework on vacation. 

-Have the children been good? Asks the mother to the cooker. 

-So good that even I heard, answered that woman-, who had also taken 
advantage of the absence of his sir, very wicked, who, long ago, 1 had 
put in his way. 

And the enchanted mother give cakes to the whole band, and not the 
cooker was forgotten. 

...You see, Lucifer, who 1 lost no time. 1 could go on... 
continue... 

-TI congratulate you for taking care of youth. But do not forget the 
upper classes. Intellectuals, especially interest me. Cease not to 
tell your sisters. Do you understand the reason? 

-TI should think TI understand! 

-As much as I do not understand the evil that can make a huge woman, 
cunning and evil, when embedded in a circle of select people. It is 
like the worm in the beautiful fruit. How many good men have destroyed 
their future, and caused irreparable harm to a neighbor because of a 
woman! Remember, O Lust!, The Trojan War, Henry VIII, Luther, and even 
Robert the Pious... 

.. The first woman has lost the human race. Christ has tried to save 
him. Try to find another woman to miss with another apple... 

-W111 be sought. 


































































































-That woman, oh, Lust! exist. But 1t is in shadow, and it should 
stay. The worm does not let others see him. He be satisfied to gnaw on 
the fruit, and rotting. l repeat to you that 1t is the upper class 


which mainly interests me. 

. . .When we have to shepherd the flock is owned. 

. . When a woman is a possession, also the man takes over. Well know 
of everyone who thinks. That is why what in the day that follows major 
disasters, the historian says: Seek women. 

Satan then plunges in his memories... 

Think of the distant past with evident delight. 

-I have arranged the woman from the beginning of the world! That was 
my most beautiful coup. According to Revelation, it appears that in 
the ultimate battle, I have still before me a woman, a remarkable 
woman! ... I expect! 

IT took over the former. I hope to also take over the latter. 

And before that triumphant evocation of the future, Lucifer laughed 
loud it shook the hell. 






































Chapter XVIII 


ENVY 


With 
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the same spontaneity that Lust, though 


fold in the corner of his mouth dry. 














anything bad to urgent say, a story that will 
master, and promote a flattering wave of jealousy by their 
beloved colleaques of Hell. 
t you have to tell? Satan says. Now Il rejoice in advance... 
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inferior in beauty, Envy 


throwing suspicious glances right and left, with a sullen 


Immediately, and with loguacity, took the word. we see that has 


place high in the spirit 





Encouraged, strengthened 
TI tried to show me 


of the expectations put on me. And I decided to bring one piece 





of you, a game room fit for a king. 








ls 1t? -Lucifer says-, listening with great attention. 

-As Pride, I will not speak about the currents dishes, trifles that 
accumulate daily. The big bosses do not deal with small things. 
Cities, villages, especially, factories, government, families and 
everything else seething with envy and Jealousy. All that grows in the 
minds of men like the grass on the roads. 

. . Everyone... yes, everyone... with his bone between his teeths, 
over time the bone roe stalking his neighbor. 




















bunch, not even intend to do a summary 








-I hope the bit select and exquisite. 
-Between the rare families, really happy that I found on earth, 1 
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to your majesty. 








stumbled upon one that was more than happy, it was happiness itself, 
the old paradise. 
The father, honest and respectable, director of a major 
management... the wife, lovely, spiritual, mother of a lovely young 
ladies, sometimes had time, despite heavy household chores to help her 
husband, who adored her. All Christians, pious. All the family went to 





church 
short, 
aim in 








. They prayed together. 








They belonged to all parish works. In 





the ideal marriage, that you yourself would have directed th 


particular 


-Is this the piece told of a king? 


-Precisely. 








thought that if I bring you all that family, as the 





hunting dog brings his master has found the prey, you would be pleased 
with me. I bring you this dam today. I have gotten, oh, not without 
difficulty, making this an ideal family branch of hell! 
-By what means? 
Each one works with its own supplies. And I thought about the 
environment that I would be worth me, the embodiment of envy and 
Jjealousy, to divide the family, where there reigned nothing but love, 


and destroy it. 




















-Indeed, what was there to tempt a great lady like you. 





-I have managed very skillfully. I suggested 











to the husband, who is 





goodness itself, which would be a good thing to be determined to 
introduce his sister at home to help his wife, 
and childcare. Besides, the presence of his sister would allow the 


wife to work mor 








the home from the office. 
=-Yes, I think that the tactic was working. 





exhausted by housework 








intensively on the job every evening he brought to 


And especially since Il knew very well to the sister, having already 
served of her. To reserve her for special cases. She had everything to 
achieve my goal: intelligence, jealousy, authoritarian spirit, viper 
tongue. Under a mask of apparent softness concealed a formidable power 
division. 

...At first, I was about to fall. Women have antennas, and we must 
not forget it. The wife sensed the malignancy of her sister. Piled 
objections over objections. But I was there to support the claim of 
the husband, whom she loved. And for not opposing him, not to cause 
annoyance, she gave in to his misfortune. 

Bravo! -Exclaimed Lucifer-, I guess the rest. 

-The sister is installed, then, in a room on the floor, a strategic 
room. 

...At first, all goes well, well... 

Of course, that is what always happens, -say Lucifer-. 

-Yes, but gradually emerge based on discussion about anything, or 
not come to mind. The sister criticizes the diet of the husband, whose 
stomach must be monitored. Criticizes the method that the wife 
continues to educate their daughters. The wife is retrograde, too 
soft. He does not know the new methods. 

...She says it on the table. But mostly behind the wife, when alone 
with his brother. Then raging in his criticism, the benefit, -she 
says- of her brother, whom she loves in an intelligent way. The 
husband defends his wife. But it lacks the strength to escape from the 
influence of his sister, who is under my own influence. 

. . .Stumbling, I suggest her biting phrases: "You love your wife, 
okay, 1s your right and your duty, and not for me to attempt to break 
the union. But Just because you love, you are blind to it. That is 
fatal. For the love creates beauty in what you love and truth in what 
you think. 

...But I'm not in love, Il see clearly, and I consider it my duty to 
tell you that in your marriage, there are many things to be changed. 
You earn money, but she spends even more. And if you knew how!... And 
then girls. You are educating these against the "common sense". 

The wife feels, guess these secrets criticisms. Her husband is 
always very loving, no doubt. But times have misgivings that she has 
never heard from his lips since the beginning of their marriage. 

...And everything is going to worsen. The husband, a good person, 
wants peace and wants to reconcile the irreconcilable, ie, to square 
the circle, make them understand it two women dislike each other. Poor 
man! Put all media. About one tries to defend the cause of the other. 

. . Labour lost! 

.«. «Give it up, but without admitting that a man, intelligent as he, 
with serious responsibilities on their shoulders, can be at the mercy 
of those complaints among women. 

After reflecting well, thinks he has found the solution. And he 
takes refuge in silence. 

But then other suffering torments him. 

Oh, those foods that should be a break for him now are odious to 
him, those dinners, in which nobody talks about, because every word is 
an explosive that set fire to all the powders. 

...The unfortunate need, however, their tranquility, their brain, to 
meet their business and earn bread for his family. But no one thinks 
of such a need, nor his sister selfish, spiteful, unstoppable, even 
his wife, too painful for to be silent, and whose character is sour 
now every day. 

-Who would tell me all this that drowns me, crucify me if I told you 





















































































































































not to you? 

The sister says as much to his brother: 

-You are who made me come here. Il was calm where I was. So you are 
the one responsible for the knife war that makes me your wife... 
Defend me! 

. . .Weary, resigned, despite his resolution of silence and 
indifference, still listening to the miserable complaints of one and 
the other. As soon as he impetuously is designated arbitrator. As soon 
as she is bitterly criticized. Each censured his weakness, his lack of 
will, and is not intended that he is only a reed, a flimsy blade. And 
each accuses his rival takes you where she want as a earring in the 
nose, busted nose. 

And angry, make a gesture to him appropriate to the insolent phrase. 

After the day, not even the husband rest restful than sleep 
provides. At night, his wife, saturated with resentment, crying, 
sobbing on his bed, where sometimes attacks her with nervous 
breakdowns. 

And in the morning, Just rising, the husband hears again to start 
the same litany of complaints and tantrums. 

Examines all possible solutions. And, everywhere, is cornered. 

Doing that leaves her sister, whom he brought from the provinces? 
What a storm at home and among his relatives! 

Does sending his wife to calm among his people? First, will object. 
And then, what to do with the daughters, who witnessed all the scenes, 
and take positions, sometimes even for his aunt, who secretly fills 
pampering? 

Consequently, there is nothing to do. 

The war has taken root there, fatal, relentless, total war every 
day, all night, and during anything. 

...And 1, from the shade, oh, Lucifer!, Never stopped to throw oil, 
oil over all fires. I made the daughters, neighbors, merchants, 
repetition, aggravated, the complaints from the one and the ther. 

...Like I said, oh, Lucifer!, The paradise of love has become an 
inferno of hate, where two women, facing fiercely, have only one 
desire: to insult, injury, exterminate. 

...Then happened what 1 had expected and much desired. One day the 
poor husband, exasperated, exhausted nerves, no longer able to resist, 
in a moment of madness, driven by me, Jumped out the window, half of 
the meal, from the third floor. 

-Is he killed? Lucifer happily exclaims. 

=Not at all. The window was not high enough. 

What a pity! 

-Only two broken legs and ribs. 

And then came the wild scene, public, to the neighbors, who came in 
terror, the scene between two women. One accused the other of having 
driven her husband to commit that act of desperation. 

...And I enlarged the disaster. 

...The disaster was complete. 

...After two painful operations, the husband, neurasthenic, become a 
human rag, has been forced to resign as director. The formidable costs 
of the clinic have devoured everything he had managed to save. 

...The mother has had to qualify for a miserable occupation: take a 
walk to the children of one of the heads of her husband, leaving 
behind his own. 

And the sister? -Lucifer examine-. 

-Sister?. Oh!, Has emerged triumphant. Foreseeing the catastrophe, 
had economies. And I have it in reserve for future exploits. 





















































































































































...Was I right, oh, Lucifer! to tell you I brought a delicacy? 

Satan holds out his arms. 

-Come, Oh, Envy! I give you the hug that is given to good servers. 
Now go back to the earth, and tries to do something better. 

And casting a look of challenge to his peers, the envy go out there, 
proud and trembling, to the search for new victims. 











Chapter XIX 
GLUTTONY 


With his big eyes on the gelatinous face, streaked red lines, 
licking, with lips that seemed to bribe remains of some candy that he 
had been left between the teeth, Gluttony enters. 

She also, like Lust, is accompanied by boisterous angels, snacks on 
the lookout that the great lady throws them in passing. 

Lucifer receive to she with a smile: 

And you, are you satisfied with the beginning of the day? 

=First of all, I, Lucifer, I have a strong stomach and, therefore, a 
good character. And dealing only with people who have the same ideals 
that I, whose morning and evening prayers are like this: "Belly mine, 
rejoice, all I earn is for you". 

Lucifer protest. 

That is a rip. The apostle Paul said, and in a rather more 
aggressive, before you. 

That Paul said in another time. But I'm seeing every day. Work in 
all social classes, people, bourgeois aristocracy. Everywhere I find 
the passion for table wine, alcohol. Oh¡, to varying degrees, no 
doubt, and under various aspects. 

...But the appetizer, which is universal, breaks down barriers and 
prejudices enough. 

Spare me your philosophical considerations. For me, there are only 
recent and interesting facts. 

-Then, Lucifer, prepare a very big paper, because I have many facts 
to present to you. 

-Do not forget that some people are waiting at the door. Two or 
three facts are enough for me. But they must be characteristic. 

Well, you must to know, first of all, I have increased tenfold the 
number of taverns, bars and cabarets. Currently there are everywhere, 
with enthusiastic and loyal clients. 

-That starts to like. 
-TI am not talking only of the suburbs of large cities, and famous 
neighborhoods like Montmartre and Montparnasse. My tentacles extend to 

the smaller villages. I could cite a specific region, regarded with 

hatred by people who, as they say, think well. The priest was a 
zealous priest of charities. Everyone went to church, followed the 
chanting procesions. 

«..I installed there, unnoticed, a sale to an individual at the 
height of the circumstances, and the accurate bottles. Little by 
little, men, farmers have acquire the habits to go there. After, the 
children have followed the example of parents, two or three times a 
day. And TI assure you, Oh, Lucifer!, there is not sold holy water, and 
slops, but authentic absinthe famous snacks. Now, 1 have qualified and 
inveterate drunkards. At the cabaret, not only drinking, but about 
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off with his nose in the mud. 

And that is my work! 
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Lled a glass for the 
the dying wanted to drink, 





as the doctor had forbidden all alcohol 
who are dying of a congestion. 
IT do not see where you are going to go, 





exclaimed 


Lucifer, who 1s impatient. 

Going to it. As he left, that rascal Abbe conceived the idea of 
making the dying kiss the crucifix. 

. . When you lean toward him, the old innkeeper, seized with sudden 
emotion, takes him by the collar and yell, with desperate voice: "To 
think that I have in the warehouse over a thousand bottles like that, 
and I am going to die without drunk all of them!..." 

He died, in fact, a few hours after that act of perfect 
constriction. 

-Does he belong to me, then? Lucifer asks. 

-Probably. 

-Why probably? 

-Because that devil abbot priesthas been there. And with these 
priests never know... 

Lucifer frowns: 

-That is not at all a good job. You should have prevented the priest 
go. 

-But the cook was there. 

But is that a cook can mean something in front of a real demon? 
-Yes, 1t means. Remember that was a cooker who dominated Peter th 
first Pope. And besides, I have not mentioned this fact alone but with 

a view to distract. Thus should not forget that my action men is 
eternal. Three quarters live only to eat, drink and sleep. It is 
amazing the number of glasses of alcohol absorbed, night and day, in a 
city like Paris, and to exorbitant prices. The village man drinks at 
the tavern. The good society people drink in luxury cafes, but also, 
and very often in their own home. Mentioning a person could very 
worthy, died of congestion. Everyone believed him as sober as a Camel. 
Well, after his death, found in a closet, which he alone held the key, 
a battalion of bottles of alcohol. Secretly drank every night before 
bed. 

.. That is all my work... Not only on the drunken kingdom of the 
suburbs, but also on the dinners, Il am helpful cheerleader of the 
nights. Seeing a guest in evening dress, a certain female in evening 
dress, I remember the tension, congestion is imminent, and Il say, 


F 


"Here is one... a one, to my beloved master Lucifer!" 
-TI admit it. You too, you, above all, you are the devil of sudden 
death. If you will to distinguish you, I will put a fork in your arms. 

-TI think is most indicated a bottle or a cup. He destroyed many 
homes, destroyed the future of many people, brutalized many brains 
with my alcohol... 

Continuous, then!... Fosters newspaper ads. Varies titles. Multiply 
the formulas that conceal the poison behind enormous letters. And 
pours until overflow, drunkenness that saturates the skulls, the 
bodies and conviction roe souls. Come to hug me and returns to earth. 
And that the humanity may be thirsty, always thirsty, drink and come 
in my cool house, Hell! 

Gluttony takes between her swollen fingers the back of her skirt, 
bows. And very decent leaves, surrounded by boisterous angels, 
shouting their wishes and admiration. 

But she muttered: 
-I have the impression that the Master did not appreciate my truly 
value. And yet, what would Lust, 1f she did not have me before for to 

prepare the ground? 





















































































































































Chapter XX 
WRATH 


The next! -Lucifer shouts to the service archangel-. 

Useless order. Because yet, brutally, with spiky hair, bright eyes, 
mouth foaming, Wrath has violated access. 

-Already furious notes Lucifer. 

-Yes; Il am angry, always angry!... 

Why? 

For me the persistent injustice that is committed with me. Il am 
called after Lust after Envy, after that Gluttony that did not stop to 
ponder their deeds. Indeed, it would seem that these are the only 
demons that do something. 

-Let your sisters quiet. Jealousy between demons are ugly default. 
It is you who it is about right now. What have you done since the 
beginning of our day of trial? 

What have I done? As I have done what the black... I continued 
doing what 1 did before. 

-Specify. 

-I am the angel of blasphemy, lying fist, the angel of the injuries, 
the angel of the irreparable words, the angel of the challenge and the 
suicide, I have broken the glass and the pieces are thrown on the 
heads of people. 

Lucifer grimaced: 


















































-Not much!... 
-Naturally, poor thing! About me, whatever it is, will always be a 
small thing... But this little thing has to be done, nonetheless. 











-TI prefer you to smash households, instead of glasses. 

-Households? Does not ignore that. But with me, always in a hurry. 
With me, will suffice. You not grant to me time to talk. However, lI go 
around the halls of the hospitals, causing patients to damn against 
the nurses and doctors... Against feed and against everything! I make 
them blaspheme, which burst into expressions so known like these: 
"What have I done to God to make me suffer like this?" And I suggest a 
package, "God? What nonsense¡ Not worth it to show him the fist! God 
does not exist..." Then comes the total desperation, the sick patients 
implore the application of an injectable, which will send them to 
nothing... 

-=That is, my domains. 

-Yes, your hell, then hell on earth. You should see how they go 
round and round in their beds, such as broken worms. And TI pour acid 
on that. Emphasize the stupidity of life; and I gather for them the 
consequences. I explain that 1t is a crime to bring children into the 
world to live so cruel existenc 

-Very good! Insists that. 

Among the poor, mainly, exaggerat verything. Yesterday, a 
husband, a great drunkard, moreover, -you Can tell this to the 
Gluttony: she will feel very proud of it-, had sustained a tragic 
argument with his wife, as tragic as it decided to end the situation 
once and for ever. 

























































































-Is it suicide? 
-O0h, much better than that. He has decided the immediate separation. 
From the Invisible, I have taken full advantage of that. I have 





inspired all sorts of crazy, and easily assimilated. For now, decreed 
that her mother has no right to live within 200 Kilometers of him: 



































"Conscious, implores his wife, it can be 150..." "I have said will be 
200 and it will be 200. If you put less distance, do not answer for 
anything!" 

. . Then everyone, will take half of everything, because Il am, yes, 
for justice and equality. 

...Said and done... 

...The husband gets the saw to cut the table into two halves, the 
cabinet, in half, the chairs, half each, the bed in two halves... 

...And I still inciting, instigating, to encourage that drunkard to 
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people. I would like to see you enter the homes of businessmen, 
politicians, in the newsroom, especially to inspire inflammatory 
articles. You do not frequent enough the world of the writers, of the 
leading thinkers. The people are not interested to us. Is a flock that 
will always go with who command them. 
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-Yes, I know. do what 1 can. Thus, to 
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Satan smiles 





...If instead of a great doctor, 1 would have brought a tasty 
morsel, you Lucifer, would have been more friendly. 
.Ah, thunder and lightning!... 
.Tf you crave justice, Hell is not where to look!... 

















-It is indeed unfortunate that I do not have a mirror at my 
disposal. You would scare to see how ugly you wear when you ride in 


anger. 


And you...? Maybe you think you are beautiful, with your teeth 
yellow, your hooked nose, 
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And the Wrath went away, furious, closing the doors with shock, 





Chapter XXI 


trampling the archangel of service, and through, like a projectile, 
the group of small demons, that shrink the buttocks, terrified... 





LAZINESS 

The archangel of service calls to the seventh member of the staff: 
Laziness. 

He called once... twice. No one answers. The third time, shouting, 


with whistling voice: 


=Laziness-, Lucifer awaits you... 


Since no one responds, 
teeming, pressing against each other, hundreds of subdemons. The 
archangel finally found Laziness, asleep and snoring, mouth open, 
ensconced in an armchair... Best of all, naturally! 

The archangel energy shakes awake. 

The Master is calling you. 





-Sorry! Excuse me!... 
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...Yes, Laziness, numb on all Christians, make of their churches 
deserted as these rocks are inert, reminiscent of ancient times, on 
which yields the ocean, alive and exciting, the foam of the dismissive 
waves. 

Lucifer, stops as 1f that recall was already before him, a 
triumphant reality. 

-Come, Laziness... Hey, a little encouragement! Let me help you get 
up from your chair. Sleep to others, but you do not sleep... 

And the burning lips of Satan sank quietly into the gelatinous 
cheeks of Laziness. 

=Lucifer... You will burn me! 

-That proves that do not have numb... 
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Chapter XXII 


DEMON OF RELIGIOUS VOCATION 


A YOUNG DEMON THAT WILL GO FAR 


Was promoted at the door a 





big fuss, when, 


shuffling slowly, 





heavily, Laziness went away. 

All the large cohort of subdemons, angels, little angels, launched 
in the first cries and screams of outrage that did not quite Laziness 
proclaim his own praises. 
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Seeing him appear, despite 
comrades, Lucifer began to laugh, with his hideous laugh. 
-You, you will come, young man, because it is not what 
courage. Do you have many things to tell? 
The little angel cocky firmly, and looking at Satan face to face: 
-No, I have no too much things to tell you. I have only one, 
yummy, I mean great! 
-I hear you little, but be brief! 
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The saw is 
turies ago among old 


two good 


would throw to the ground and bury the cross under the mud in 


r next. 


We shook hands... And so it was decided. 

A very dark night, my three wild men arrived with two well ropes. 

Made sure that there was nobody on the road. Then, quickly, the two 
ropes passed under the arms of the cross and then threw the three as 
strong as they could. 

. ..But again, that was much harder than that I could expect. Yes, 1t 
worked only in ancient times. 

Above all, I did not want to discourage them. I awakened his self 
pride and I have suggested them to return another night, but provided 
with a pick to pull out the stubborn stone pedestal. 


















































And they came back, with a liter of wine each in the stomach. Il saw 
how they worked. They worked quickly and well. A pickaxe blow apart 
the stones... Then, with the strings pulled with all his might. 











stood there in the Unseen. Encouraged them as much as I could. Sweated 
profusely. I paid them a drink of red tip and a glass of absinthe. 

.. .Revived, made one last effort and one felt that the Christ 
hesitated, at last, on lts base. 

Hey, a little more!... It is yours! 

In fact, they did with him. 

With a formidable crunch, the Crucifix was taken from all the stones 
that still held him and collapsed on the grass of the slope. 

Bravo! -exclaimed Lucifer-, beating his claws. 

-And they have dragged it to the mud of the gutter, where 1t will 
become moldy, to disappear... No more, no more decisively. 

Lucifer pulled the hair of the beard, and asks: 

-=And in the village, what reaction has occurred? 

=Not as big as I feared. The priest, naturally, has stirred up, like 
us, 1f we fell into the holy water. And he has launched an incendiary 
sermon, which has not been more than a straw fire. Some good women 
have whined and murmured of the modern generation. Men, as a pretext 
for doing nothing, have claimed that they were vagabonds, thugs, 
beggars, those who had perpetrated the deed. Then came the local fair, 
the verbena, the cattle market. Finally, hardly talk about it. 

Would have to do the same in all villages -Lucifer cries-. You are a 
brave little devil. Come to hug you. 

And very merry, the subdemon get the hug and the kiss of the Master. 
Then does a somersault in the noses of their comrades, which show a 
fist because he also has been talking too long. And Jumping out of 
there, in the search for a new prank to perform. 













































































Chapter XXITI 





THE DEMON OF THE RELIGIOUS VOCATION 


Another demon glides, treacherously, among his comrades, and 

appears to Lucifer. 

He has not the slightest resemblance to the fiery young devil has 
preceded it. 

This seems like pious. It looks sweet, humble, gentle. Speak calmly, 
as reflectively: 

-1 do not know, oh, Lucifer!, So loud that my comrade has told you. 
My manners are other very different, and I think quietly, I have more 
and better than what he has done with so much noise. 











-Leave your comrade in peace. And tell me what you have done on 
behalf of my big day... 

-TI will be as short as possible. But after listening to me think I 
should tell you what I mean. 

Here it is: I have searched so long on this day will give particular 
astral pleasure. He longed to bring something none of my other 
comrades offer you. After much hesitation, my choice has fallen into a 
charming young man who believing himself called by Christ, had thought 
and decided to enter the Grand Seminary and become a priest. 

-0h!, here is one thing that really interested me -exclaimed 
Lucifer, with singular attention-. What did you do? 

-I tried to get hold of him directly. 

-What do you mean? 

-I have managed myself to supply him a friend, under whose skin 1 
have established as at my own home. 

.Under my inspiration, that friend had the firm intention to close 
the youth access to the seminar. In the meantime, has made the 
traditional objections, has provided books, has criticized the 
priests, who are not what vain people imagine. Then dragged him to 
secular and scientific centers, where the religious vocation is 
considered as an indication of weakness of mind, a kind of 
neurasthenia entrusted to the care of psychiatrists... 

“Very good! 

-Yes, but this idea of vocation was so ingrained in his spirit, the 
youth has resisted. And I realized that it was necessary to find an 
retreat area to undertake an assault that would be decisive. Il came 
back to grab my agent, who was almost discouraged, and I have 
suggested a medium that has almost always successful. 

-That way is to put a couple in their way. 

-Yes, my dear devil, you are right. Remember how I have succeeded in 
the ex-Garden of Eden, making a woman intervened in my plot. 

-Yes, Master, I remember it very well. I am not as strong as you, 
but 1 also hoped to succeed. 

. . .Both my friend and I have chosen her. And there were many who 
kicked, eager to break free from their enforced celibacy... 

...Ours was young, friendly, a blonde with blue eyes... smart, very 
eager to marry. 

Although you are not more than a little devil, you are reasoning 
with real success. 

-T would add, Oh Lucifer!, That this lady had, instinctively, what 
ls Called the sense of practical behavior. She did not scared our 
budding seminarian. While she managed to meet him in a field as it 
were absolutely peaceful, calm, social work and the like, in the 
church, she did not stand far from him, had care for their parents, 
provided services. Was introduced gradually in the family, without 
ulterior motive of any kind, apparently. So sweet and melancholic as 
one might wish, dressed with elegance and simplicity, staying within 
the limits observed by people of good education. 

Better and better! -Lucifer whispers-, looking up. 

So, one day, when the environment was well prepared and willing the 
victim for sacrifice, I managed so that the two were completely alone, 
as if by accident. She then suddenly began to mourn. 

-But what happens? What is wrong with you? Exclaimed the poor 
innocent, scared. 

-Oh, nothing! I should not have come here. 1 felt so strong... 

More and more excited, the future seminarian rinsed her eyes with 
his own handkerchief. And as she swayed, holding to she in his arm, 





































































































comforting, a little dazed. For what consolate her?... 

-I want to know what can cause you much suffering, he murmurs beside 
her, in an anguished voice. 

-Do not ask me! 

-But, why not? 

-I can not tell! No I can confess!... I fear that after not want to 
see me again... 

-1 beg you!... 

=You want 1t? 

-0h, what if I want?, With all my soul!... 

-Do not resent me? 

No. 
-Do you promise?, Do you swear 1t? 

-Promised. 

Do you swear? -She insists-. 

The novice hesitates before this last word. And finally, he decide: 

-Yes, I swear... 

Well, I love you! And the pain makes me crazy to think you wants to 
abandon, dressing gown, to enter the seminary... 

The young man then contemplates the beautiful girl who weeps over 
her shoulder. See her blue eyes wet with tears, and whispers: 

-That is not accomplished yet... 
-She recovers immediately, subject her hair, wipes her tears and 
supporting both hands on the shoulders of the young and looking good 

in the face, looking in his eyes: 
-O0h, thanks for the hope you give me!... 
. . .Hope has become reality, since they were married yesterday. 
The priest is dismayed; the families, splited, the daughters of 
Mary, jJealous... 
...Here is the delicacy that I bring to you... 
. . Recognizes that this, your joung demon has not worked very 















































badly... 

Bravo! -Lucifer exclaims-. Il am delighted of you. You are what could 
be called a "one hundred percent" diplomatic. I will use you to higher 
missions... 


.. «Think about this: a priest unless for Christ! All damage to me 
that could have become from that seminarian!... 
Avoid all the hurt that could make me that seminarian!... 

«It is amazing! And from that moment on, you ascend to archangel. 
The pious countenance of that elusive demon is illuminated with a 
sweet smile. 

And at the sight of so happy that comrade, the other demons Jealous 
and angry, show him the fist, shouting: 
-Intriguing! Hypocrite! Clerical! Hu!... Hu!... 

















Chapter XXIV 


THE DEMON OF DESPAIR 





Let him enter! Order Lucifer to the archangel. 
The devil that is coming is also different at all to others. The 
dark look, dressed entirely in black, walking slowly. Produces a 
sinister impression. 
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-What do you say with that? 
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have so lovingly groomed and ready. Will have to leave your fortune, 
your heart will 


your life. Your eyes will be closed, yo 
stop beating, and become an inert thing 
no name in any language and should be b 
the eyes of those who are still alive". 


...And do not be weak to grab onto some hope. 
Your relatives, 





illusions. What you suffer is hopeless. 
your nurse will cheat, 
potential cure. 
You will witness your own decay, 











. . And 
four boards. 
. And that will be your end. 
. That is the exact truth. 
..This is what awaits you. 
«This is what you are told no, 
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mouth dry, 
horrible, 
ried, hidde 


Do 


are playing a comedy when you 
Cancer is not cured. And what you have is a Cancer. 
at the expense of much suffering! 


to get what? A place that you like so many others, inside 


rotten, which 
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your doci 





has 
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talked about 


and you need to know. 
deceived creatur 





.Remember that there is no mor 


t your 


than a sick. 


.And, then, the world continue to live. 

.Sifting through the drawers of your furnitures, read your 
personal letters, tore the photographs. 

.But above all, your assets will be distributed. 

.And maybe even you, yourself, you that are lying on your back and 
can not do anything but look, impatience surprised you in the eyes of 
your heirs, and a precursor of the dissensions greed of tomorrow. 

.And if you belong to those who have been loved with selfless 
love, only for you, your suffering will be greater in the eyes bathed 
in sincere tears, with the arms that you tend to shake a inmminent 
corpse... And for a front face that begins to freeze, be deposited 
desperate kisses that can not restore the heat. 

.Yes; poor dying, while picking your rags, accommodate on your 
sheets: it is needed to leave. 

.And to go where? 

.What a mystery! 

.To nothing... maybe! 

.And that is the best hope, Joy and end of absence in this 
precarious world, where everything is anxiety and pain. 

Or, if you have a weakness, disgrace to believe in the Hereafter, 
poor wretch, you will appear before a terrible God... 

.The God of justice and anger... 

.The God of the Dies irae.... 

...The God who is going to push yourself fully aware of everything, 
even useless words 

.The God who is missing until his angels... 

.Therefore, miserable sinner, what will become of you? 

.In what abyss you are going to hide yourself? 

Mébor having repeatedly said this, because repetition is the 
strongest of the figures, I got gruesome deaths, despairing farewells 
of life, with blasphemies... 

Dead belonging to you, Lucifer... 

And 1, that TI am not, however, nothing but a miserable subdemon, 1 







































































bring you all this, all these agonies, these outstretched fists, those 
eyes full of incomprehension and horror, to the glory and service of 
yours. 


Thanks -Satan answered-;¿ stuffing continues unabated, every day, 
herds of desperate in my hell. And in this definitive transit and 
tragic, tear out all you could tear from Christ. 

Lucifer is satisfied of you! 








Chapter XXV 
THE DEMON OF MARRIAGE 


Came after a very roguish little devil, malicious eyes, nose, 
nosy, meddling in all the pots. His comrades called him "the love" 
because his specialty was the engagements, weddings and especially 
divorces. 

Lucifer, looking at him, smiles, because he knew beforehand that his 
ministry of perdition was quite picturesque. 

-Miserable! What spells have you committed today? 

-Oh, Lucifer! Since this is your day, lI wanted to, like many of my 
comrades, definitely bring something fresh and new, instead of bring 
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old marriages and other ridiculous things. So I 


in a single dish, a nice young couple married 














yesterday. 

-Flatterer! Do you want to flatter me? 

-Yes... I am delighted to provide you a pleasure. For today I 
wanted, I have studied. This is a young student, worship, sentimental, 
dreamy... In short: everything you need to cut his neck. It is smart, 
but very stupid. am sure you understand what 1 mean, and that these 


two words can go 
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walt a minute. I will give you love, and tons!..." 

T put then in wait, and I assure you l was very good in that my 
element. Why I like this game very much. Il have reviewed many young 
people. And I have settled on one that physically is really pretty, a 
brunette, tanned complexion, eyes, wizards, and responds to the name 
of Nefralbina. 

-And where have unearthed that name? 

-Her father is a pharmacist, and somewhat vain. He wanted to choose 
a name of their profession. Nefralbina has, moreover, nothing in his 


person 


-Thanks! 
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priest, 
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k these two destinations in the way of life. 

I attended the usual 

They have looked at the bottom of the eyes, hands have 
ve written incendiary letters. And the bride has 

The whole ritual of perfect love! And you can 
all their pages. 

newspaper advertisements, 


can not do absolutely nothing, 
A fortiori, it does not know what 
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daily bread, were to seek out a 

family friend. And they have delivered a splendid 

this marriage 
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the sentences silently in the background of what you 

These are the modest unlucky of my craft, the Joy, the 
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Joy of your little subdemon... 
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The well-paid choirmaster has been 
TI have heard for the hundredth time, 
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Of course, 


there... 


And in particular groups, 
opinion on the case, 


th 


xceeded. 
the March of the Priests of 
the Ave Maria of Gounod, Our Father of 





ia from Bach, 


the output of the church, under a beautiful sun, amid the curious 
and the dressmakers, 


eager to see the last fashions of women, was an 





e photographers were there and tripping, here and 


among which I circulated to form an 
all the guests, friends and acquaintances, 





they 


exclaimed in chorus: "What a beautiful couple so full! What household, 
firm and affectionate, they will start ! Cause joy to see a marriage 
so lovely! is a blooming spring!..." 

Yes, but I was there!... 

Rogue crafty! -Lucifer exclaims, laughing-: you do not respect 
anything! 

But 1f is for you Satan, you know well that, so I decided to 
hunt... 

. . Moreover, even though I had left my benevolent influence, that 
marriage was so completely idiotic that it had broken its own... the 
wedding of carp and rabbit. 

-That is what will have happened. 

-Yes, Lucifer, and very quickly. 

-After a year? 

-Long before. After three months the discussions kicked off... 

.From the racks, I have thrown oil on the fire. 
«Discussions then ensued... more serious. 
.They said another rude phrases, vexatious. 

...With horror, he, a student of a great school, already charged 
with heavy responsibilities, he realized that he had married with a 
mannequin, and that regardless of the issues affecting the clothing, 
lunches and "cinema" can not exist between him and his wife, 
intelligent conversation. 

.««..It iss a heavy burden, an iron ball, which leads under their 
feet, and to atone for his blunder, that he must to drag all his life, 
day and night. 

...And, finally, one morning, in an obvious truth that, tired, had 
failed to silence, her little and adored Nefralbina pick, of a Jump, a 
garment hanger, leaving to him with one eye swollen belly and rips to 
the beloved. 

When that day comes gasping to his office and his colleagues are 
concerned to see him so pitiful state, he says he suffered a terrible 
fall of the bicycle. 

. -. .Not so! 

It was his half sweet that she had downloaded on his irritated 
nerves. 
. ..And now, Lucifer, you Can imagine the rest, separation, family 

against family, lawsuit, divorce, and everything else. 

-Is there nigún child? 

-Yes, and not Do you Understand? 

-Perfectly! 

-TIf this amuses you, I can quote you other cases, very picturesque 
LOA 

No, your dear Nefralbina is enough for my happiness. You are a charm 
=Lucifer growled-. When I will want to get married, I tell you to 
choose my woman... 

-Always at your service, dear sir, answered the demon, very pleased 
with the smile of his master and to have caused a certain effect on 
the hardened heart of his boss... 



















































































Chapter XXVI 





THE BROKEN POTS DEMON 


The devil "in love" is obscured by who is coming immediately after 
it. Lucifer seems, indeed, more funny. 
It is a cherub that other fallen angels, more wicked than him, 
dragged in his rebellion. 
It is cute, curly hair, with the malicious look of a little monkey, 
always on the lookout for the occasion to any wrongdoing. 
Lucifer takes pleasure. Because these subdemonios distracting the 
ego of his immense boredom. 

-Come, little man, how many have been victims of your pranks? 

=Not all that I wanted to... But in the spirit of change and because 
of your Journey, I plan to bring an appetizer that I hope you like it. 

-Let the dish. 

-O0h, you will not be used to eating 1t every day. Imagine that now I 
working in the house of the archpriest. 

What an idea! And what bad company! 

-But if it is for you, to vary your menu. Remember that men on 
earth, they say: "The change of feed, glad the ass". Il wanted to 
rejoice myself. 

-TI appreciate the comparison. You observe a complete lack of respect 
for your superior. 

-In any case, Il assure you it is very interesting to work on the 
house of those "gentlemen priests." 

-Strongly agree. 

-Ah! See? Can you move your nose! You will love listening me. 

«..I am, as I say, in the house of a venerable archpriest. I walk 
through the sanctuary. Il am naturally very good with the cook, an old 
servant, devout lost, with an old character. 

.. Thanks to a banana peel, put in a good place, I had to fall her 
back with all her foots high, when she had carefully, mercifully, a 
pile of old dishes, that she had finished to dry as a preparation for 
the next day in wich the Bishop would eat in the sanctuary. 

...As a good Job, you can believe it was real! The multiplication of 
the dishes! 

...Faced with this disaster, the archpriest was furious not because 
he is a saint. But he do not missed the urge to do it. However, this 
was Just a small beginning, as 1t were an appetizer. 

...I have spent whole days in the office of the archpriest, where 
there are comfortable armchairs. Il liked a lot to stir the papers. He 
had been preparing a sermon and could not find the pages again. 
Insidiously, 1 had made that slide under your chair. I concealed his 
pen, his breviary. I have hidden the glasses, the scarf, his book of 
accounts. 

...You had to hear him say, with a indignantly voice again himself: 
"But where is my pen? If I had it to my scope few moments ago. I have 
not moved from here. And I do not find it! 

...I understand it! I had hidden it in the triangle formed by the 
back of an open Bible. 

...To make matters worse finish, has sought another who had no ink. 
He had to fill it. But his fingers trembling with age, have left the 
ink from spreading everywhere. 

.. Then, seized with impatience and always angry to himself: "This 
is the old age! No longer good for anything. And when Bishop comes, 1 
will present my resignation". 

...Then he put to work again, however. But I did not leave him too 
much time alone. As soon as Came a beggar, or two, well trained, 
driven by me. As sooner was a stream of air, the fuming stove. And 
































































































































when, for to recover the lost time, worked for the night, after 
dinner, her elderly sister came to complain loudly because the price 
of electricity, and because he, working well, will sleep poorly at 
night. 

. . When reciting his breviary, 1 turned his brain into a public 
square, through which they passed and repassed the most unexpected 
ideas. To the extent that sometimes believed that holy man who had 
Jjumped the "Hours", and argued with himself to decide whether to start 
OL. NOT 

And during Mass -Lucifer interrupts-, I hope you will not forget 
him. 

=As to that, 1 do what 1 can. But I have to save an obstacle, a 
severe guard of the angels of the other side. However, a few days ago 
IT managed to break the cruets. Indeed, that is my specialty, both at 
once, and with them, the glass dish on the slabs of the sacristy. 

-In short: you are primarily a "breaking pots". 

-Yes, my dear master, responds the demon with sobriety. Breaking 
dishes, pots, that is something! 

Paternally, Lucifer replies: 

-Yes; the little things promote the larger ones. A pebble in the 



























































shoe breaks down the most beautiful excursion. 

-So, Lucifer, I press my pious maneuver. This morning I turned to 
grab my archpriest and he have to lose his keys. 

-Very well, persevere in this way. With the little skill you have, 








you will make him to lose the head one day. 

...I have begun to do! My reached my triumph the day in which, 
alone, the Bishop came. Everyone was in place. The cook, side to the 
stove. And the archpriest had not slept. 

...One day 1 was unleashed. 

...I started in the kitchen. I tried that good woman incurs in 
distractions, and the milk has been spilled over the pan. And she 
essentially needs it for the sauces, pies and all the rest. 

...The fire has not finish to ignited well. The butcher was late. A 
vicar, myopic and rather clumsy, had crushed with his spiked shoes, 
the tail of the cat, the mime of Miss, sister of archpriest. The cat 
has launched horribly scerams, and escaped, breaking, when fleeing, a 
bottle of oil. And there had been to looking at him, and comfort in 
the garden. 

.. Then, I went to church. I have introduced the confusion into the 
sacristy. The choir boys did not come. Appeared the censer, but not 
the incense, and there was dispute to decide who would carry the 
cross, the candlesticks, the edges of the cassock of the Bishop. 

...I ended up by completely disrupt to Mr. archpriest. He had 
memorized his speech to the Bishop. The speech was very beautiful and 
touching. But in the half of it, I have managed to fail his memory. He 
wanted to consult its pages hastily, but I had misplaced it in the 
sacristy. 

. . Then the poor man was dry, that is, began to profusely sweat. The 
parishioners were wondering what would happen. Indeed, if I had not 
been your demon, I would have pity. But I had ventured so much so that 
T could not stop now. Il wanted to take my audacity to play a trick to 
the Bishop, taking off his ring. But 1 failed. In the afternoon, I got 
to rush the patience of the staff: the Swiss guard, especially, was so 
deranged as if he were, instead of one, thirty six thousand men. 

Lucifer laughed, rubbing his hands: 

-One day I will get it-, maybe. 

Well, that day I will give you promotion. 




























































































The little devil makes the caper ritual, 
who increasingly are 
angry theirs claws. 


his comrades, 
they tend, 


Chapter XXVII 

THE MUNDANE DEMON 
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The angel warns that 
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Do not get mad... 


and leave, 





impatients and for not 


perfumed like a woman, 
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very hurt by it. 
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these worldly 
hear you. 


t it may be something extended, but will 
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What do you call this real bite? 


The angel is reconcentrated, 
lady well known in the international society, a 


throughout the year, 
-Is she dead that 





suggested it 
perseverance 
Lucifer interrupts: 
-Yes, 








indeed, you have managed 
essential to tell from this moment 


the most famous recreational 
lady? 
Dead is her body and her soul is also dead; 
to myself at all costs. 
to the task of stun her, 





deserving of my gratitude. 


The devil makes a spectacular worldly reverence, 
-TI was under observal 
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pretty, 
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..She was invited 
restaurants, and this 





a hunch that this hope was 
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the brightest meetings, 
detail was my hope. 
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last 
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...One evening, out 
suffered a vertigo. 
...She said nothing 


high priest of the profession, 
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t pleasure, 
tiful ivory and liked 


and finally, 
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than beautiful, 
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But secretly, 
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not omit any 


I wanted to bring, 
for a king. 


t your purposes, 


detail, 
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to be 


as all my 


he mentions the name of a 
lady who frequents, 
spots. 


or so I hope. 1 
For a long time I 
thought 


spent with all 





t to prevent to think... 


TI think 





t that you have becom 


ate in the best 
Soon, 


a very 


and continues: 
tion the lady for such a long time ago, 
where a circle of admirers formed around her. 
and very rich... 
the most famous designers in 


during a 
Very 
He 

the 





very soon, I had 


my dear friend 


went to see a doctor, 


...He was 27. 


That is too much, lady, you skirts an abyss in which you could 


suddenly fall. 





The doctor prescribed a severe regime, forbidding night exits, meat, 
wine, spirits, all that was the joy of her life. 

...A little scared, promised to the doctor to obey him in 
everything, to be content with a vegetable broth, every night, every 











dinner... 


For about fifteen days, was fulfilling its promise. 
But I was there... and with some of her friends more or less 


reckless and ignorant of the 





danger. 





That week was an international dance and costumes, and all her 





friends wanted to attend. 
The temptation is violent. 














She hesitates. Her friends are surprised 








at this, incite here to be sure to attend this event, of which speak 
all the newspapers... And besides, 1t is once. Now did penance enough 
to qualify as insignificant afford expansion. 

She yields at last, and completely. 


.. They meet to decide whal 
to avoid overlap and duplica 





t dress is to carry each. Because you have 
tion. 








...My dear friend of naive 











shepherdess dress, all white tulle and 





pink belt. Then comes the choice of tulle, the test, the opinion of 
the director of the fashion house, choice of satin slippers, 





consultation at the Barber home. Buqles will be deleted to make them 
old peasant braids, very smooth... ! This is not easy!... It will 
require at least three sessions... What red lips... and nails ...? And 
the problem of the large pastoral hat, and the arch, adorned with a 
pink ribbon, and everything else! 

...I was there in the Unseen, to suggest ideas to dress up this doll 





in the most suggestive mode. 

















thought about dancing, especially of 





the lunch! Because 1 knew she was greedy, and Il was aware that the few 
deprivation that she had been imposed to herself, would have become 
more greedy then. This, considering the tension, she was a hope. 1 
rightly assumed that that tension would rise in a ruthless and 








dangerous way. 





...My client, otherwise, completely obsessed with such dizzying 
detail, there was not already thinking of her regime, but only in his 


headdress and her party. 
Abbreviate,-says Lucifer-, 
the door. 


impatient; a host of demons kicking at 








The mundane demon, imperturbable inadvertently omitting a single 





detail of what he has to tell: 














Well, she attended to that dance. Dramatic entrance... My client 
was for shure the most beautiful. Cute white dress; hair with braids, 
who descended on her shoulders, low cut as much as could be desired. 
All the shepherds watching, admiring, Ccaring, surrounding the 
beautiful shepherdess. The orchestral prelude... The dance begins 








about midnight... Sweeping waltz... Ambigú well stocked... The party 











is in fu swing. Journalists, photographers are there to illustrate 

















the room. 


the article about to bewritten. 
Suddenly, there was a commotion and people crowded in a corner of 


What is that? -asked a gentleman-, adjusting his monocle. 
-O0h, nothing! Is the Countes N... , probably too oppressed, who has 


had a syncope. 


And the dance continues. The couples spend and spin happily. 
In fact, the Countess has Just relocated to a separate lounge. She 








is lying as dead on a couch. 


...Above all, it is highly recommended to some who know, do not say 
anything, not to disturb the Joy of all dancers to the beat, sometimes 








languid and sometimes devilish orchestra. 


.But, nevertheless, has telephoned the doctor. Which finally 








arrives, rubbing sleepy eyes. 
«It is two in the morning. 





...Although the door is closed, the echoes of dance are coming from 


there. 





...With the cuffís rolled up, the doctor Just made the patient a 


formidable bleeding. 











...What a show!... The blood runs over that white tulle dress that 
can not undo it, for more elegance, was sewn on the same Countess, in 


person. 








... They are in that drawing room the owner of the room and two 
elderly ladies who, peering behind the curtains, they have seen 
everything... and contemplate the picture with frightened eyes. 

. . Because the gracious shepherdess, the brilliant dancer, has 








become in few moments in a dying breathless. 











. . And behold, an old lady -oh, what thoughts of wring her neck!- 
Murmured, clasping her hands: Will probably have to call the priest? 
...The doctor then turns around and under my inspiration, says: 

-A priest? If you want to... But will not do much, the patient is 








already unconscious. 





Would be to add, "aided by the sacraments of the Church". 
Bah! -Whispers the doctor-; yet that does not add, anyway. It does 


not hurt anyone. 
corner of the room, laughing behind everyones back. 


ke 


.No, nobody... not even me, who was there, my dear Lucifer, in a 


.My prey, my magnificent prey... She was in my hands; I had done 


About three o'clock in the morning, it was over. I offer you, then, 
oh, beloved boss!, an interesting soul, which will produce more 
sensation in your Inferno that brought by several of my dear 














colleagues, who dream in supplant me. 











No, no one can impersonate the mundane Angel. He achieves its 





success too easily. 
Precisely, that is my domain. I know what I know. 











...Again IT must go, I have there other souls under my supervision... 
The holidays provide many souls at this time. The harvest 1s 
plentiful, would send reinforcement to me, but damn well trained, who 





know the life and yawn not dreaming. 

It is true what you say -responds Lucifer-, suddenly 
Reflect on what you ask me. In the meantime, continues 
Your report has been long, but I was interested. 

















thoughtful. 
to work well. 





The mundane angel greeted politely. And with the wings wide open, 
amid an infernal uproar, again he descend on earth, where happy humans 
are stunned unconsciously, as the blowflies in the golden dust of the 





sun and continue his round between two massacres. 


Chapter XXVIII 





THE DEMON "AD QUID...?" 
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They steal the copper faucets, 
elevators are abused and also used to go 


down. Families with many children demand special treatment, wanting to 
be more favored than the others. Women take action on the matter. That 
was the hell, scandals at home, jealous, anonymous letters, arguments, 
processes. 

The age of that benefactor was completely poisoned. 

. . Summary: After hear all the facts I quoted to him, and that I had 
greatly exaggerated, the banker keeps his money for an investment 
destination much more secular. 

-Perfectly! I recognize that this is something tangible. 






































Wait Lucifer, You have asked for a fact... I will quote you 
another. 

-Not too long!... 

-You will never have patience with me, and you should thank me for 
what I will tell you now. 








...I set my aim on a great writer, great in power, because 1t is 
still an unknown writer. But it has everything to become a 
formidable...! Take two years ago working on a book that will cause 
sensation, the authenticity of the Gospels. 

Lucifer is startled. 





























-Oh, be quiet! TI set myself the task, as a holocaust to your astral 
day, to discourage the writer. He was working day and night, burning 
with enthusiasm. By gathering new documents. In short: not very good 


health, much fatigued. But he was sustained and encouraged by the 
thought of the immense good that his book will provide all those who 
think and seek the truth, especially to Protestants who dream with a 
return to Christianity. 

-More reason to completely close the passage. 

-That is exactly what I am on track to do. The other night -it was 
two in the night- still working, despite of the protests of his wife. 
I felt him nervous, depressed. Then 1 have estimated that the 
environment was favorable to me. Then Il approached him and I whispered 
in his ear: "Ad Quid?... why all that work? First, they are not going 
to understand you. They will no follow you... That is too strong for 
most minds and, above all, is not "commercial". You are going to make 
useless and outdated a lot of books written on the same subject. The 
authors and publishers will turn into yours enemies. 

««.In conclusion: We found that no publisher would risk their money 
in publishing a book of four hundred pages, which must necessarily be 
very expensive. 

...Do not forget that the paper reaches high prices, salaries are 
high. In short, your book, however beautiful it may be, will not be 
sold... You have eyes to see and ears to hear... Even if you are 
intellectual, you have both feet on the ground. Convince yourself that 
the people, the vast majority, reserve his money, now, to spend on 
travel, motorcycles, cars, petrol, radio receivers, "movies"... 

...As for those distant and speculative issues, beaten a hundred 
times, the authenticity of the Gospels! Those not interested at all! 
So instead of fatigue your brain translating Hebrew and burn your 
eyes, go to bed... That will be much wiser! 

-I admit that this procedure is quite clever. 

-I have quoted famous examples: the Wagner, which at one period of 
his life, he had no money to buy bread for his family. Mozart suffered 
quite the same anguish, 

...But I insisted in the particularity of the special case of 
Gounod, which, despite his genius, he had found not a single French 
publisher wanted to print his famous Faust. And He had to go to 
London, where, at last, one, carrying all the risk, was decided to 



















































































publish his work. 

.And today, when one wants to get a full house at the opera, there 
are only put on posters Faust. But on hearing this, Lucifer is 
concerned and makes violent signs denials: 
































-Woe! Do not see that you destroy the full benefit of your 
suggestion... How?... Are you going to quote the unfortunate beginning 
of Gounod and his splendid ultimate triumph! ... Quote to Wagner and 
Mozart, who were in the same Case?... But if there is no matter to 
encourage all the clerical initiatives... The road is rough, but the 
finishing position is wonderful. For a moment I thought of you as 





smart. But you ended by becoming a goldfish tail. Despite your great 
eyes, you are short sighted... 

Deeply upset, Ad Quid replies: 

-You forget, Lucifer, in Faust, the great role are represented by 
you. You can not see Faust without Mephisto... 

-But, poor devil of four coins, if there is no comparison. You 























forget that I am -and how!- In all the Gospels. I am who, solemnly, 
tempted Christ three times. Il am the one who challenges Christ. 1, 
whom he expelled from the body of the sick, that I had embodied. Do 

















you try to prevent the appearance of this book with arguments that 
clearly turn against you! That is crazy! Today you offer it to me as a 
gift, a wonderful pineapple... 

Suddenly, Ad Quid rebels: 

-When it comes to irons, I have not ever committed such a monumental 
like yours!... For to get what? We could be so perfectly happy staying 
in the sky... While today we suffer slavery and hell... 

-=Shut up! You are insulting. You are an evil demon, a renegade, with 
the addition of imbecility! 
Beside himself, the subdemon Jumps over the Master, with the claws 
open. 
But the service Archangel intervenes, grabs him by the throat and 
throws him brutally to the outside, shouting: Quid Ad...? 

What...? You know well that you are bound forever!... 

And while the unfortunate subdemon are going stumbling and rolls 
down over the hard iron stairs, the sound echoes ironically repeats: 
Ad Quid!... Ad Quid!... For what; ... For whatj¡... 


























Chapter XXIX 
THE INFERNAL HURRICANE 


And came the storm, the hurricane!... 

Lucifer, nervous and fatigued, completely infuriated. 

Swollen with pride and accustomed to all the adulation of their 
slaves, could not endure the insolence of that subdemonio, which has 
had the courage to see things differently from the way he sees them. 

Call the archangel of service: 

-Are they still spend many demons? 

-Do many ...? There are a bunch! They are impatient... Kicking. And 
you will not put an end, Lucifer, if you want to listen to everyone. 
Have flocked through the gates. And if they were not made of iron, 
iron of the Hell... and if reinforcements had not arrived at all of 
beating wings, I would have spilled over to harass you with the story 
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At other times our ancestors drew with his knife the sign of 
the cross on the loaf before to 
for my sake, 
ungrateful are mine. 
But his colleague, 





statement. And he replies, 
-Recounts the Christians now that three 
hear the touch of the Angelus and pray not ever. 


fields, 
fear, social respect. 
are mine, an 
Face to face with his fis 
see, 
They are not the 
Speed, which, stan 
-What abou 





oh, Lucifer', 
multitude of 


.. How often Il have 
speeds up looking neither a village nor a landscape, 


d even more numerous 


the two demons start to fight. 





that 








which make at least the sign of the 














start cutting. The modern, ever!... 
the demon of Ingratitude. So those are 





because 





the Human respect, 
angrily: 


not transinge with that 








times a day in the city and 
Why? Well, 
Ingratitude is not about anything that Those 
than yours! 

tched, convulsive mouth, horrible to 








stre 





only. Because you Can see there, to the demon of 


ding, whistling voice shouts: 


t me? Do not you have me in mind for me? I wanted also, 


TI had corresponded turn to you, to list the 





them 





that TI killed all the ways of the death. 
bewitched the guiding father! TI drive him crazy, 
nothing but the 











stupid road that extends to infinity before him 


80. 


90%: 4 
Bring in your 


10 
ca 


>. 


«.«., 120 to now. Infuses him the madness of speed. 
r his entire family. And do not think about it. 











...The mother shakes, fixes his eyes on the gear indicator. 

...The children are asleep, peaceful. 

Not so fast, my friend! -—Pleaded the wife-. 

He, very vain, laughs... He is the man! He, who is not afraid of 
anything. 


And suddenly, 
against a tree, 
destroyed. 

. . Every day 1 offer you this, 
the ways of the dead! 


burned... 


world, 


a 


the car turns, 


collision 
the family, 


tire explodes... A formidable jolt... 
the gasoline get fire... 





oh Lucifer!, In the ways of the 


...Oh, but that is not all! When organizing a competition for cars 


or airplanes, l work on a 








alr... or penetrate into the crowd 





among the spectators, 


men, 


.Recognizes, Lucifer, that for 


good job everyday, 


Frantic hurray echoes... 


spread through the 





All the little demons take part in the uproar, 
swearing more than ever. 

Do not stop crying and join neither the demon of Couture, with 
not even the devil of the Foam. 
is heard above all others, 





complaining, yelling, 





satanic colors, black and ocher, 


room, 


The Foam, especially, 
stridency of their shouting. Remember that his sectors are constituted 
by all the, did you seen me?, land 


nightclubs, lounges, 








like a fireball, 


women and children. 


large scale. I promote explosions in the 


causing carnage 


a subdemon, 1t 1s, nevertheless, a 
and that is worth even listening and thank me. 





whose floor is shaking. 














And in vindication to vindication, the fire 


shouting, 





because of the 


exhibitionists abound in 


and before the crowds. And when you squeeze like 


a sponge, the confusing sentences of its manifestations, there is 


nothing that means something... 





foam! 


Want to make a presentation on 





lts activities and begins to round off a great line. But the crowd 
shouts: HU!..., Hul... 
And is here and behold 





chin, pointed; huge bel 
And I, claims with a voice of 
above all of yours! 
...I am the demon of Selfishness. 














selfish. The Love itself is but 
Lucifer!, Rather than o 


thers, 


, much stronger than him, a 
subdemon rises. It is with a singularly repulsive appearance. Old 





And that world, 





lL1ly and hooked fingers. 
thunder, 





that TI remembered to you the universal extension of 


And that devil wants 








to continue his speech... 





formidable 


TI am the king of the World, 

TI have it absolutely in my power. 
In one way or another, all men are 
t disguised selfishness. So I say, oh 

to expose my countless exploits, and 


my potential. 





But it can no longer 





be understood. It is a deafening roar, a terrible battle between those 
to emerge over the arched backs and 





shouting that, fiercely, 





made visible to the disdainful 


Me!... Me!... 


they want 








looks of the terrible Master. 


Standing, with folded arms and a whip in the hand, Lucifer, the 


F 





Light bearer of old, provides, 


angry mob, which is from him. 





Yet!l... 
Yes, and yet!... 


in contempt, 


Despite its immense fall, almost 


some flashes of his former angelic 


Just as some chil 


retain, despite everything, 


Ldren 





traces of ancestral 


hands of God. 


But now, delivered to the service of Satan, releni 
them closely to discover in his 
the nobility of 11 


the misery of men, 





dign 


there 





of family, 


ity, those 





beauty. 


all that screaming and 


all sti11l have 


steeped in vice and dishonor, 


inside their body and soul, the indelibl 








damn, those demons, still bear 
distant traces of the beauty of wich were covered when they left the 








to watch 


gestures and his features some of 


For a few moments, 





lightning. 


Lucifer looks them, with eyes 


Then, suddenly deciding: 
-Go away from here, al 
...You have done well... 
...And I hope I can count on you when, very soon, 


Night, announcing the end of time and our return, 


regained Paradise, 





tlessly pursuing 


ts origin. 





LAO NOM 


that throw 


sounds the big 


as victors, to the 


which we shall have expelled God. 
My day is announced glorious! 


My motto continues to be categorically: 

...Go on, each in its sector, sending souls. And by all means 
possible. 
Souls! Souls! This is what I want... And with a terrible anxiety! 

Hell is huge!... 
Never shall send enough. 

«..I said. 

...GOo away! 

Some voices were raised to claim, "Long live our beloved Lucifer! 
Live Satan!..." 
But others began to growl in protest. Then came the Archangels. 

And without hesitations, harshly, brutally, in front of the eyes of 
the Master, expelled the demon crowd and threw them on earth, where 
men continue arming to the huge massacre, which will indicate the end 
of beings and the things of this world... 






































PART FOUR 


GOD'S RESPONSE 


I am Who is... 

Satan is the embodiment of Pride and Falsehood. 
My divine son has beaten him. 

You will conquer you too!... 





Chapter XXX 


I AM WHO IS... 








In the calm and exquisite beauty of heaven, God, the Lord has called 
his Angels, Archangels, Cherubim, Seraphim, Thrones, Powers, celestial 
Spirits and all the Saints who have fought and defeated shone on 
earth. 

Poignant spectacle, beyond description. The eyes of the man have not 
seen, ears have not heard, his heart did not understand what God has 
reserved for the elected. 

Because they are so beautiful and privileged souls with 
intelligence, will, and even with blood, fought to safeguard the 
kingdom of God in themselves and among other... 

Atmosphere of love and serenity. 

Assembly only under the sign of the Definitive. 

God seats between the Immaculate Virgin, on his right, and San 
Miguel, glorious and bright, on your left. 

Speak then, amid the attentive silence of the whole heavenly court: 

-I have met to have you familiar with a new fact that many of you, 
listening to the things of the earth, probably already know. 

. . .Some time ago, the Damned held a sinister council of war, for 





















































which called all the angels, 
his rebellion 
.And that call, why? 
.Because he hopes th 
into two colossalblocks, 
destruction. 





He walt that if 


will no longer ex 
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to snatch, 
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possible. 
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a major day in Which appraise the dest 


of Satan, 
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«That day tri 
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many so 
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fields, veil even 
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senseless attack. 
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teach, again, 
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uls as possible and especially those 
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my Son. 


the answer to the ges 


Tha 
give 
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«Because I am Who is. 


am Almight 


Y. 


has begun. 


the fa 


the aler 
to the Damned that Love is stronger than Hate. 


legions, 


te 


f victory, 





next annihilation of the earth, 
which have terrible means for mutual 


this latest catastrophe is triggered, 
of redemption from my Divine Son will be no purpose, 


wanted 


followed him in 


now divided 


the whole work 
since the Earth 


ysm. And in 
as much as 





for Hell 
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to deploy a Day itself, 





ructive value of their 


All the demons in all categories 





his Master and 





CO 


throw to his feet as 
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t to your love, 


Saraiyas the machinations of the demons. 





. The world, o 





on Me and onl 
.A trifle 1s 
. Sa 

end of 
Sena 
things to come, 
Supreme Judge of 
.In front of 


the world. 
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.But when came to the ear 
tarted to sense, 


And when he s 
has dared to 
of God, 





the promi 


«Lucifer and his cursed will, 


offensive against 
wil11 fall into si 


am here to put limi 











.I say, as to 
.As for 
to stimulate 
of their merit. 
.What I ask, 
in this offensive 
fall, 
perpetrate. 





.Have like me 


tan puffed up with 


f course, w 


sufficieni 





ecause 1, 
the day and 
their armie 





sed Savior 


the poor h 
to popula 
ts on his 
the ocean: 


n 








the second causes, 
their zeal and respect 


therefore, 
period, to 
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the Almighty, 


ill end one day, 


tha 


t are the cream of 


the grass and the bird flying over the 
te of souls redeemed so painfully 


ture of hatred of Satan and break his 
the extraordinary meeting today. 


that leaning on me, 


for me to destroy. 


the hour. 


s of slaves, h 


affec 


am that discourages the fury of the waves and he knows also 


as Just all human things. 
.As for the decisions about the end of time, 
y Me. 


things are incumbent 


the aim to pinpoint a specific time for the 


tan is the prince of falsehood. He knows nothing of these 
TI am and I am still the 


ts that know. 








th my divine Son 


, 





to men. 
therefore, 
uman creatures, 
te his Inferno. 
power of temp 
"You do not go f 
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to 
and to ensure that they 


ut 


ur 


Sa 
when attempting to realiz 
tempt Christ three times to see if, 





all. 
r who 
son 


tan has ignored 
rememb 
was the 
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indeed, 
intensify its 


remember always that I 


tation. 
ther". 








1f I trust 





ls you 
preven 








them 
their freedonm, 


to defend the souls, 
t them from falling, 
seek that they repair largely the damage of the succeeded demons 





to the will of men, is 
which 1s the reason 


particularly 
or if they 


and with me a boundless pity for men. 





...Yes, poor human beings. I sympathize with them and love thenm. 
Many here in the sky at one time lived his earthly life and keep the 
memory of that land so aptly named Valley of Tears, and the countless 
dangers that beset the people of the Militant Church. 

...Let them remember that my pity accompanies to them to his last 
breath. 


























do not put your foot on the still smoldering wick. 
do not end of crushing the broken reed. 
.«..I would have forgiven Judas, who sold Christ, if he had not lost 
the hope in my infinite love. 
...I have forgiven, perhaps, even the Lucifer himself, if his 
immeasurable Pride would not have prevented humble themselves befor 
me and submit. 
.. .My beloved, 1 am sure that all understand me, that share my 
thought, which will defend with all your zeal and all your strength, 
those for whom Christ wanted to embody physically, suffer and die. 
...Go, then, to his aid! I warn you as your will is rising and 
strengthens in front of the sacrilegious enemy , who dares to hope for 
an impossible victory over the Almighty God. 
And reject him to their eternal Hell... 
...I was also pleased to hear what you have done in these days of 
battle, to quench my thirst for forgiveness and health. 
.In advance, my heart beats aside your heart. 
.«..I bless you all! 
Then, moved by one impulse, all angels, all the saints rose to 
acclaim God. 
Hands tend... 
A burning flame of apostolic shines in all the eyes. 
And with one voice, which echoed strong impact on the entire sky, 
sings: 
Christus vincit... Christus regnat... Christus imperat... Christ has 
conquered!... Christ reigns!... Christ commands!... 
He has conquered Satan... 
We with Him, we won... 
We will help those still struggling on the earth to beat him too!... 
Gloria in excelsis Deo!... 













































































THE HEAVENLY COUNTER OFFENSIVE 


THE TOUGHT BATTLE OF THE GUARDIAN ANGEL 
THE CALVARY RISEN AGAIN 

BLESSED ARE THE PURE OF HEART! 

THE ANGEL OF DEATH 

THE ANGEL OF LITTLE LAZY 

THE ANGEL OF CONSOLATION 

THE ANGEL OF DEATH 











Chapter XXXI 


THE TOUGHT BATTLE OF THE GUARDIAN ANGEL 


With wings spread and his whole being overwhelmed by intense 
emotion, the Guardian Angel of children rise up to prostrate before 


the throne 
-What 1s 





fought one 
...And 1 


of Christ. 


1t, my dear angel, you get so shaky to me? 
-=Sir, since you invited me to do, I come to tell you that I have 

of the toughest fights of my life of guardian angel. 

Just fight it in a quite unexpected way. Because the child 











entrusted to me, was attacked suddenly by a special demon, roaring, 





and with an extraordinary ardor. 
.I1If TI had been defeated in this battle, I woul 











to present myself again in front of you. 





-Tell me 
-I know, 








have also to be ati 


ignorance. 





then your battle and your victory. 
from the earliest times, how much 








-I have always stated my love for children. 





resemble them. 


-Me too, 


His name is John Wolf, 


...Fine, 








ld never have dared 


you love children. There 


tacked in many different ways in their innocence and 


Heaven is for those who 


oh, Christ!, I love children. You have trusted to me one. 


in memory of the name of your beloved Apostle 
and of a great apostle of the Gauls. I, therefore, 
delicate, compassionate, sensitive, 


his guardian angel. 
very sensitive, 1t 


gives me no concern. During his vacations, was invited to the country, 
by the family of one of his companions. As a resident of the city, 


marched forth with 
freely... He liked 








loved animals, flowers, trees, the immense sky, wher 


go later. 
And then 








the joy of a Parisian who can finally breathe 


the farm work, helped stack hay, harvesting. He 





h xpected to 


one night, after the family dinner around the lamp, began 
to play checkers, a game rather innocent, in which John Wolf easily 
defeated the lady of the house, not trained in that game. 





she asked for a rematch. Was defeated a second time... and 























me!... 





As usual. 
another one later. 

At that time, Mrs. tired, spreading his hands on the table, she 
said, half smiling and half disgusted: 

-0h, this impish little boy, he always win 

Too excited for his three victories, John Wolf took 


lay before 











the hand that 








him, and with a very sharp impulse, but in 
momentum, hit her the fingers. 








the end, child 


almost unwell. The 


You are viewing the scene: the lady cries, 
husband goes, scolds John Wolf. He was kindly, 
beast. 

Well, -—says Christ-; then Il see nothing serious... 





There is, however, where the drama begins. 


by what he 








Why? 
-Because 





The Damned 





tricky opponent, courteous, has behaved like 
coarse, uneducated. And for whom? For a mother who had welcomed him so 
kindly, treating him like his son. 
...In this tender spirit, impressionable, all 





and he behaves like a 


The child is overwhelmed 
just heard. It is true what was said. When must have been a 


a beast, 





take on extraordinary proportions. 


his demon was there, exciting all, 














as an individual 


these little things 


increasing things, 
trying to get the most out of the despair of this poor helpless child. 


found a chance for to Cause a drama, and what drama! 


...In the garden there was a deep well. The devil suggests to the 
child repair his fault and punish himself, will throw himself into 1t. 
«If, that infamous had the cruelty to encourage the child to make 
that awful decision... And was so very nearly. 
...Gritting his teeth, terrified, but resolute, John Wolf went to 
the well. But, warned by the Holy Spirit, I had come to his aid. 

And there, face to face, between the Satan angel and you, 0h, 
Christ!, Escaped a horrible fight in the shadows, fighting during 
which I felt faint, because the demon was one of the first seraphim of 
yesteryear. 

So I threw a desperate cry invoking San Miguel, a cry that came to 
his ears. For as lightning, the great archangel came, with open wings, 
from the depths of heaven. 

The Damned was so attached to his prey, still resisted, not wanting 
to escape in any way. He was the roaring tiger, refusing to leave the 
victim gripped in his powerful claws. But despite all, a bloody seraph 
could not hope to win the battle against the winner of his master 
Lucifer. And foaming at the mouth, swearing, drunken 










































































Chapter XXXII 
THE CALVARY RISEN AGAIN 


No sooner has left the Guardian Angel, as a Ccherub stands in front 
of the throne of God. 

Your sweet face appears as illuminated by the reflection of a great 
inner joy. 

-Deeply excited emotions because the story of a Guardian Angel. But 
T see in advance that you too, oh, my cherub!, bring to me good 
newS... 

Very good, oh, Christ! Has long yearned for it, because 1t 
represents compensation for an abominable sacrilege. 

-I hear you. 

Anything, Lord, you know. The fact caused me great shame. This 
sacrilege, perpetrated by young men in a region whose responsibility 
falls to me, made me completely desolate, and wanted at all costs to 
bring you the repair of iniquity. This was, for me, a fixed idea. 

.Such repair, Ah!, I could not see by any place. It seemed that 
the region, indignant at first, slept in a indifference who desperate 
me . 

-The cloud passes, the sky remains, my dear Angel. 

-Today the cloud has passed. And it is a bit of heaven that 1 bring. 

-Talk me, so, all those detalls. 

-TI was looking for, oh, Christ!, Without finding, the medium to lift 
back the felled down Calvary. 

. . .Some ladies had talked about a subscription. The priest also. But 
there is no parish bulletin, 1t was like the hunter who goes hunting 
without a gun. And no solution was reached. 

...I hear people discouraging words. "The people are not rich". 
There is no Calvary! After all, without calvary "we can live." 

...But no longer alive. 

...Every time I passed by the place where you were once honored, 
that emnpty pierced my heart. And all reminded me of the sacrilege. 















































...And finally, at the very moment that I was about to lose the 
hope, I saw an old peasant, followed by his sturdy son, walked through 
the night, loaded each with its heavy bag. 

. . Whenever we look at the people passing by night. And more I, 
because precisely was at night when toppled your Calvary. 

. . Where were those men, at three in the morning? 1 have noticed 
that several nights repassed with the same charge and returned to his 
home when was beginning to dawn. I wanted to learn well what work 
those mysterious peasants undertook. 
eo followed them. 1 left after the old man, who made him gasp 
overwhelming the heavy burden. His son followed him, even more loaded. 
E saw with amazement that they stopped next to the pit, where it 
lay, in the mud, the old Cross. They deposited their loads and turned 
their march towards the next village. 

...One day, I understood it all. 

. ..What they had every night, hidden, was cement and sand to embed 
the Cross between the rough stones that had fallen on the grass, all 
desunited. 

. . And one night, those two men came to the one in the morning with 
a flashlight. Obviously, they had not slept. 

.. The weather was wet and cold. 

...I had wanted to become visible to them, and help. 

...But such a manifestation is forbidden to me, I have inserted in 
their souls. First, I have admired those souls, for the simplicity of 
their quiet faith and deep. Then I have infused new energy and 
enthusiasm stoked. I was with them when preparing the cement. When, 
leaning on the base of Calvary, the heavy stones gathered and prepared 
the hole. 

Then lowered into the hole, and clawing their hands with the thorns 
and brambles, sought and found the Cross, buried in the mud. Carefully 
cleaned. And with all reverence, kneeling on the grass and kissed. 

In reaching this the Angel stops a moment excited. 

-Pardon me, Sir, but I lived then one of the most beautiful hours of 
my angelic life. 

.. After satisfies the tenderness of his piety, carried the old 
Cross to the prepared hole and fixed with care and precision. 1 
noticed how their wills were striving to make it more solidly 
entrenched than before. 

«..Was striking six o'clock in the church clock when they finished 
their work. 

The sun rose on the horizon, illuminating the sky and the treetops. 
Then, little by little, its rays also came to kiss the Cross. 

In warm kiss, 1t seemed that the old brass shuddered and revived the 
few gold particles that were in it. Those few former gold particles 
that had resisted all were glowing more, little by little. And on the 
merits, even somber, of the low plants, the Cross was highlighted as 
invested with new youth. 

With their cap in hand, the farmer and his son remained standing a 
few moments, as in thanksgiving to Christ. And the old man murmured: 
"O Crux ave, spes unica... Oh, Cross, I salute you, you are our only 
hope!" 

-That, oh, Christ!, Was breathtaking. The sacrilege had been great. 
But the repair with the good, was much more beautiful than was awful 
wickedness, evil. 

The excitement comes the common people, when hear about that the old 
Calvary had become to rise, was extraordinary. 

Who raised 1t? 



































































































































And when? 

How? 

And above all, who had paid? 

Soon it was to have spoken of a miracle. 

The priest, the following Sunday, he let his heart expanded from the 
pulpit. He expressed appreciation to the misterious Christians that 
had erased the shameful stain which oppressed the conscience of all 
those who had hidden in his heart the love of Christ and respect for 
the piety of their ancestors. 

At the end, decided to hold a solemn procession of reparation. 

All the people attended the procession, perhaps up to the three 
miserable, authors of the sacrilege. 

Also was there the Damn. 

T could feel his breath went mad over the bowed heads of the crowd. 

.I have looked face to face, and I too have cried: "O Crux ave..." 

Made himself a pause in the dialogue between Christ and the Angel. 

Thanks! -—He said at last the Savior-. Listening to you, Il have lived 
with you very poignant moments. Be convinced. Do not to discouragement 
ever. 

«Love is always the winner of Hate. 
.And God, who is Love, says the last word. 















































Chapter XXXIII 


BLESSED ARE THE PURE OF HEART! 





This angel was so white it seemed transparent. Very simply, came 
to Christ, and said: 

-I come directly from a forest land. 1 come as the vanguard of my 
brothers, and 1 think TI bring you, Lord, something excelent, and those 
young people who love both. 

-I love them, in effect, because they are the harvest of the future. 
-TI want to tell you about and citing them with all my heart, a 
characteristic fact, which I have witnessed. Let me first that I 
describe to you the place of action. 

.We are in the woods, on a beautiful summer afternoon. Three 
hikers, twenty, a college student, decided to go to the field for a 
few days to shake, the autumn wind, dust and fumes of the city. 

Have raised their tent at the foot of an old oak, and cheerfully, 
have been cooked a healthy meal, even austere. 

.Their food is over. 

.And now smoke a cigarette before going to lie on their mats. 

.Above them, the birds singing their evening prayer. 

. And some are forest dwellers come out, of curiosity, to see these 
hina beings who do not know and do not make over them any shotgun 
shoot. 
...Obliged, in Paris and the School, to be strictly punctual, chat 
quietly place them in the silence of nature and under the great trees 
that surround them. 

.And everyone talks about the next future it hopes will be 
reserved. 

.The first explains, my father has a large export business. It has 



























































a strong desire that I meet with him to help and succeed. That is also 
the desire of my mother and the whole family. I gather that that is 
really the way that Providence has appointed to me. 

«..I intend to follow accordingly. And when my position is secure, 
look for, without haste, the girl of my dreams, that is, having the 
same religious faith, living in the same social environment and I 
think TI could love... 

...W111 found, in my time, a beautiful home, like my parents. And 
have children, who will educate on the same principles. My path is 
thus well defined, straight, classic. 1 do not feel any desire to find 
something else. 

-In efect- answered the second, you are probably going to look like 
those happy people who have no history. 

-May God hear you! 

=For me-, continues the second, that life would be too easy. Il feel 
sense of adventure. Africa tempting me. Il read with envy and 
excitement, the life of Laperrine, of Lyautey and of Charles of 
Faucauld. 1 love the sun drenched countries. 1 have good friends in 
Dakar. Last year I was in Kairouan, Biskra, El-Kantara, Touggourt. I 
know from colleagues at the Polytechnic, which Sudan is not very 



























































populated yet... and that there can be vacancies. I will try my luck, 
to inform me. I dream of a lifetime, interesting, active. One can 
obviously be ruined; but also to undertake great things... Be what God 
wants! 


...And you? , He concluded, addressing the third partner. 

-First, well off your cigarette, before tossing it on the dry grass. 
In the forest, I have always concerned to the fire. 
And when the cigarette was well off, the third mate took his time 

the word: 

-I have the project of entering the Grand Seminary and become a 
priest. As my colleague, I have no intention or desire to be noon when 
two in the afternoon. I have checked on several occasions the need, 
quite rightly, of priests. And it is so unfortunate situation of a 
country without priests! With this in mind I have assaulted the idea 
of simply offer myself to God for be working in the salvation of 
souls. 

Retail then the questions: 

-That is fine!... We admire you... 

-No; Do not admire me. 1 follow my path as you the yours. So all is 


















































well. 

-Yet!... Did you miss gears without anything?, Without feeling the 
abandonment, the separation, the sacrifice? 

The abandonment...? No. I have begun to see the world. And indeed, 


live that life, amid the hypocrisies and falsehoods, is something that 
does not seduce me. As for my family, I have to complain about. For 
the son who becomes priest is the one that belongs to the traditional 
home, the home of their elders, and often in a more profound and calm 
the child marries. There is no happier mother as the mother of a 
priest. 

But in the end, you sacrifice human love women. 

-Yes, you are right. I do not deny the sacrifice. And separation, 
renunciation, perhaps is there. I have, as you are a human heart. I 
also like to have a home. But Il accept that sacrifice, because it is 
the foundation of every noble determination. Nothing great is done in 
this world without having some initial pain, and sometimes along the 
way. The flower needs the dew. Christ gave his blood for souls. I will 
give what He asks me... 









































There was a silence during which no more was heard the noise of 
leaves, rubbing in the wind of the night. 

What 1f we should go to bed? Said one. Do not forget that tomorrow 
we rise with the sun. 
The three went to his tent. His little country store, nice and 
strong, well anchored. It was an occasion. They had bought it to an 
American family returning to their country. And lovingly care about 
TE, 

The fabric was green, rather thick; did not let even a drop of rain. 
Fine steel hooks fastened to the ground. It had two windows, and 
harmonizes well with the forest surrounding 1t with its vegetation and 
tall trees. 

And if we say a prayer together? Asks the future seminarian. 

-Conform. You begin it. 

-O0h! -Just a Pater and an Ave-. 

-=Or more if you want... 

-A11 right. Many things can happen no more than a simple look or a 
handshake... 

And behold, when they are going to make the sign of the cross, the 
canvas which serves as door rises sharply, and three stylish girls, 
dressed in clear, short skirts, burst into the shop, laughing... 

The young people look at each other, amazed. 

-We are your neighbors who are politely say "good night"... And to 
surprise you for assault! 

-=Do our neighbors? 

-Yes, yes, your neighbors... How often you do not know...? 

No. 

What a shame! So the more reason to explain. We announce, then, 
that there are about thirty young people who have been camping there, 
very close to you, a few hundred meters. We expected to receive your 
visit. And it have shown your kindness. But about nine o'clock, when 
we have seen that no one Came, we thought it would not know that you 












































were so close to a lovely youngs... And, very simply, we come to tell 
you. 
And as young people do not respond, they continued making their 


thoughts, one after another: 

-They are installed correctly!, Your house is very happy! 

-I would stay here. And you, Valentina? 

-Me too. 

-I bored so well there, in our Camp... 

-You should offer hospitality for a night -exclaimed a tall 
brunette-, with her arms in the air, red nails and flowers in her 
hair. 

An, yes that would be great! You will accompany to us around at 
midnight, through the forest, lit by the moon. How poetic! What do you 
think about 1t, Claudine? 

-Yes, 1t would be great! The director will lie. Indeed, this 
afternoon she complained of his famous headache. And I have seen how 
she swallowed a seal. 

So...? -Asks the brunette-, looking to the young people who consult 
with each other at the bottom of the enclosure. 



































And behold, Valentina out the details: 

-Yes, you are so "lucky"!... The forest... A beautiful store... 
three pretty girls, who come spontaneously to distract you for a 
while... What more do you want? 











-Do you surrender the besieged? -Claudine asks-, laughing. 
-Yes, Miss, the besieged surrendered. And until give you the square 


-responds dryly the guy of the colonies. 

Without another word, the three girls come and go into the woods to 
find a woodcutters hut, where they will spend the night, away from 
possible temptations and too modern Eves, who surely would have 

















dreamed of a night less virtuous. 

What fools! -Exclaims the despairing brown-. 

Yes, -answered Valentina-. Hazelnuts always play that has no teeth 
to go! 

And 1, -finish the Angel- ended I thought that those young people 








were well worthy of a special greeting, since only through effective 
tactic in such cases, that is, by fleeing, had eluded the net spread 
by the Damn tonight. 

. . Moreover, the Damn has prowled angrily through the forest, until 
dawn, hoping that if he had lost the first battle, could possibly win 
the second... 

...But he has not won anything. My beautiful youth, with his quiet 
courage, have been worthy of you. 

TI thank you, -says Christ-, to them and to you too. I know that you 
have not abandoned them, and begged to the Virgin, particularly 
protective of the purity. Tell them TI am proud of them and that my 
blessing will accompany them throughout their lives. 

. . Blessed are the pure in heart, because they shall see God... 























Chapter XXXIV 
THE ANGEL OF FAITH 


The Angel of Faith presents: 

-He answers, oh, Christ!, to your unique calling, I bring you an 
exceptional soul. Of a great sage of the earth. 

. ..The soul comes to Thee from far away, and after very trying days. 
It is, for me, a new proof of your power of attraction over all the 
beings that are looking for you, and do not seek you in advance if you 
have not already found them. 

=With that you evoke to me the history of many souls. 

-So is the soul of my great sage. 

-Born of a family fully atheistic, materialistic, in the era of 
religious persecution. Educated without catechism, no contact with a 
priest, for this student the religion was zero. As the exteriors 
practices survives always to the collapse of the dogmas, the 
Catholicism of then was nothing than the final sediments of a caduque 
superstition. And there was not to feel it. Because humanity could not 
remain long in the lactancy. 

...The science, moreover, was to replace everything. 

-Yes; I know the phrase... 

Then passed a few years. There was a resonant article about the 
failure of the Science. And that article hit, a big impact in the 
civilized and scientific world. 

. . .Our young became a doctor. Very young and spirited, thought at 
first that everything was going to understand. 

That belief immediately weakened. And, little by little, he was 
immersed in the universal mystery of beings and things. 
.Dreamed of the beauty of a flower of the fields, to the secret 



























































force of a grain of wheat, with the power of these infinitely small 
elements that constitute the foundation of the worlds. 

. . .Dreamed of, especially when he raised his eyes to those thousands 
of millions of wonderful stars launched to the regular and dizzying 
speeds, compared with which the earth is but a tiny speck of dust. 

«The idea of Infinity soon imposed on his spirit of a mature man. 

...And the Infinite is God. 

. . How many times was absorbed in the wonder of the human body, in 
the innocence of the eyes of his child, which seemed even completely 
bathed in the blue of beyond! 

...The further? I had no notion of it. 

. . Everywhere, the mystery... And overwhelming mystery for all noble 
spirit that comes to look and reflect fairly. 

...Thus it was that came, like Pasteur, through the ungquestioned 
idea of the Infinite, to the certainty of the existence of God. 

But what God? -Christ interrupts-. 

-Precisely! The answer to that second question was as distressing as 
the first. Because a God, vague, impersonal, is equivalent to the 
negation of God, especially at the time of dizziness and the great 
temptations of life. It is like a straw in the flood... 

...Such was, then, the second step of the way of our doctor. Then 
seeing no other path before him, endorsed the ancient prayer, too 
vague: 



















































































Faedatus, in HUNE mundum mel! 
Vixie Anxius 

Egrediar Turbatus 

Cause Ccausarum, miserere mel! 


Spotted, I have entered in life... 

TI have lived here in anxiety... 

TI will go out in anguish from here... 
Cause of sentences, have pity on me!... 











-So him already sensed the original sin? 

-Yes, Lord; he was approaching to Thee. However, remain long in that 
state. Because, as one writer said: "Doubt is a soft pillow for a head 
well formed." 

Amateur phrase, and unfortunate phrase. 

And he was tempted to sleep on that phrase. Sometimes, however, 

















added: "If I knew where is the road to Damascus, 1 will go to walx 
about it..." 

Is not walking -Christ answer- as is found the inestimable gift of 
faith. 

-That is why what you have allowed a terrible ordeal to save that 
soul... This sage has lost his only son, of twenty years, which in 


turn was his disciple, and who died within few days. The father had 
placed all their hopes in him. He had confided the secret of many 
discoveries. That son was his reason for being, living and working... 
"TI want -told to his son-, that who later you will feel proud of 
your father!" 
...And now that father was there, alive, before the corpse of his 
son, and do not understand yet! 
...The inevitable question stood helpless before his mind. Question 
that was not speculative, but tragic and personal: 
...Where is now the mysterious soul looking for those eyes, who 
spoke by that mouth, wich thought with that brain? 



































...And there, to that bed, where, stiff and cold, lay the body of 
his son, the sage meditated, and that meditation led him to the 





Christianity. 











. . Any questions, -he thought-, should have an answer. 

Also... the death, death, above all!... 

Absurd response amid the universal order of things, 
found everywhere in nature. 











. . Nothingness? 





...The other answer? Ii 
religions prevailing in 
...But 1f you compare 





t can not be found but in the different 
the world. 
these religions to one another, the supremacy 














of Christianity is such that, without any discussion, is the most 
beautiful religion, which, for a thinker, is closer to the ideal that 
one form of the divine life and of the subsequent to death. 








...And if it is 


not choose a inferior religion 





the most beaut 








tiful, 1t is the true. Because God will 











to manifest to his creatures. 








let me to ignore her, that 1 do 


Because that truth ls 





...And 1f the Catholic religion is true, she calls me; she does not 


not obey the authority of her truth. 





the of God. Does it had their mysteries? But the 








mystery is found everywhere in nature; with much more reason in 


religion. 





With absolute loyalty, 
his faith has found the s 








that sage asked for baptism, communion. And 





the time God wanted. 
...Today I bring you a soul. 
...And TI venture to ask you to join with that of his child, which is 
not responsible for the religious vacuum in wich he was educated in 





his youth. 


trength to continue living, and working all 


Enter, Lord, in your light and your love. Christ then, repeats the 


words of his Gospel: 





"There will be more joy in heaven over one sinner 





who repents than over ninety and nine just persons who need not do 


Ae 


. ..Angel of Faith, I appreciate how you drive in that way to me a 
Your apostolate continues near all those who think 
and want. The light has to reach their souls! 


soul selected!... 





.With all my soul, 


Chapter XXXV 





THE ANGEL OF SMALL LAZY 


Thinking quickly, 


T bless you... 


not taking time away from the high cherubim, is 


coming a shy guardian angel, also very happy, apparently, he wanted to 
tell briefly the story of a boy 


opinion, was sure 





to its mission. 


In efect, the Savior smil 








to please Christ, as he loves so much to youth. 
les watching this guardian angel, so attuned 


who had been entrusted. And his modest 








-Tell me about your little protected. 

and 1 love him very much. But the demon of lLaziness, 
had already numb him, haunted, from his early years. He did not want 
to do absolutely nothing and was down to any effort. Every job 
disgusted him. Ah, how well subject securely fastened his victim the 


-Not a bad guy, 





chubby Sloth! 


...His ideal? For now, 








stay in bed as long as possible. Then, 


already up, do nothing with his ten fingers. Above all, no lessons, no 
homework, and imagine the excuses for not going to class. 

...He was only ready for one thing, to loitering, to fantasize, 
without displaying any activity. In summary, the despair of his 
parents and mine. 

-Do not despair ever!... 

-=No doubt, Lord; yet even so, I thought, and with a great shame of 
mine, that it was wrong to asist with the arms crossed , that I was 
the guardian angel of that small. And that it was wrong to assist with 
the arms crossed the annihilation of his will and his future. Then, 
boosted, supported by your grace, Oh Christ!, I decided to pull out to 
that child, at all costs, from the claws of the oppressive Laziness, 
and throw him to the life of action, that claims our daily activity. 

And you get 1t? 

-=I think so. I took advantage of a day when the Lazinnes was busy 
elsewhere doing a trick of her;, and I have made the poor child 
reasoning, be touched deeply, and changed his course. 

And how did you do? 

-0h, very simply, but still burning!... 

-I have suggested him, in his heart, a series of compelling 
questions to which wasforced to respond and had to induce him to 
understand the shameful situation in which he had plunged his 
laziness. 

.. That day, as well as the above, moreover, was still in bed at 
nine o'clock. 

And I have asked him: 

-=Is it you who made this bed? 

He looks at me, astonished, and he responds: "No". 

And these sheets? And this rug? And this room? And this house? 

...Precisely, that day it rained in torrents. 

. ..After, brought to him the breakfast to that little gentleman... 

And this coffee? This milk? This bowl? Is 1t you who made them? And 
this warm bun? And this fresh butter? This sugar...? 

...After having breakfast slowly, very slowly, because that fatigue, 
the child is dressed. 

-This fabric, are you who has woven 1t? 

No. 

...At that time, the maid opened the window. 

.. Trees appear. 

-Are you one who planted them? What about the driveway? And the 
sidewalks? And the cars? 

And 1 continued following him, step by step, through the entire day, 
asking the same question about all things being served. 

...Took the train with his parents for hiking. I whispered him: 

-Is it you who has built the stations, manufactured the locomotives, 
rail cars, the tracks? Are you extracted the coal? 

.. Finally, exasperated, the boy shouted: 

Where do you want to go with all these questions that fatigue me? 

-Only one thing: to understand that from morning till night you are 
not seeing anything but the work of others. And that is shameful, 
abominable, unworthy of a human being to say: "All the universe works 
for me, for my life, for my comfort. The soldiers are killed in the 
border so that 1 remain french. And I do not nothing, absolutely 
nothing, not for my parents, or society. Il am a complete nullity, a 
parasite. I wonder why did I born, since it contributes nothing to the 
life of anyone. Il cause annoyance and with all reason to all those who 
have some heart and a few drops of red blood in the veins..." 





















































































































































And I added: 

-I am your guardian angel. But 1f you do not react, I will leave to 
your plight, and go to take care of a child less lazy and more 
interesting than you... 

-So what? Christ asks. 

Well, suddenly, with the help of grace, the child has understood. 
It has started to mourn, and begged me that I pitied him, and that 
would make every possible effort to be somebody and do something 
useful. 

...Naturally, the Laziness, furious, has counterattacked. But the 
boy and I have prayed, we have faced and pushing on both shoulders, we 
have launched, as undesirable, out of the house. 

-What now? 

=Now, Sir, all is well. The child has taken a liking to work and try 
to catch up the lost time. 

...I have ended, oh, Christ! Am TI am perhaps too large? But Il had an 
immense interest to bring you this good new. Immediately return to my 
post. I have so much fear that the Sloth, thrown out the door, to re- 
enter through the window! 

Christ makes his angel a sign of benevolence. 

-1I appreciate you saved one of these little ones. They are the heart 
of my heart. But continues to monitor your protected. Because only 
remains what is being defended. 

And the angel, completely happy with the words of the Savior, go out 
of there heavenly singing the ballad of the Guardian Angels: 









































Our Lord has sent me 

very clever little boy... 
Lindo, which mature cherry, 
with a soul of angel, pure. 
Our Lord has sent me 

very smart little boy. 





And, passing, the angels clapped from heaven, to which Christ 
collected of the earth in his tender years, those who are left bathed 
in the tears of their mothers, and they are like rosebuds in the great 
Paradise of God our Lord... 











Chapter XXXVI 
THE ANGEL OF CONSOLATION 


The Angel of Consolation comes after the guardian angel. 

It is a beautiful angel, beautiful among the most beautiful. 
Everything about him is kindness and mercy. He has seen many physical 
and spiritual miseries in this valley of tears, he has no more no more 
than a gesture of mercy. 

Christ smiles when see him, because he recognized himself in him. 

Beautiful angel, tell me what you come today? 

-1 come to tell you what I know best: that the poor men are born 
with an original defect so large that they are besieged in heart and 
soul by enemies so smart and numerous that really there is anyone wich 
venture to judge them. Or is forced make them imbued with mercy and 
compassion. 
























































-It was on the cross where l expressed my last thoughts. Do you 
remember the Calvary? All they shout, with angry voice: "Crucify him!" 
And remember my reply: "Forgive him, oh, my Father!", because they do 
not know what they do". But I especially like your ministry about the 
men, I would like, therefore, that you will told me the main details: 

-I go Into the families, in all families, in palaces, the same as in 
the cabins, in the hospitals of the poors and in the clinics of the 
rich. Because suffering is everywhere. Then 1 tell them that they are 
not alone, that you are there beside them, as part of the vast family 
of sufferers. And that family is mostly yours, because Thou has said: 
"Blessed are all they that mourn, because for they shall be 
comforted..." 

-And you, my angel, you represent me besides them. 

-1 do, Lord, all that I can. When those who suffer have faith, 
everything is easy. They understand that suffering is universal law of 
this world, unless a grain of wheat must be milled to make bread, that 
if the vine has to be crushed to make wine, the human soul has to 
accept suffering to atone for his sins , and ennoble, with pure gold, 
the rough metal of his life... Yes; How many times I have checked! It 
is in the bed of pain where the finger usually touch the awesome power 
of transfiguration of the Faith. 

-No doubt; but when your patient does not have faith... 

-In that case, Lord, then my ministry is quite difficult and 
delicate. Because then TI can not support myself in the power of the 
consolation that represents the Christian hope. 

Upon hearing this, the angel encourages in a particular way: 

-I give you one example. I just attended a poor artist who will die 
soon, and he knows it. He suffers from several causes: cancer, that 
gnaws him, for his family indifferent, interested, to which are 
responsible him 

. . Very smart, knows what hinders that annoying. Read with 
impatience in the eyes of those around him, in the softly talks to the 
nurse: "For how long we stil1?" 

-I could not kill me, indeed, -he tells me-. First, I would no 
longer up to it, or value. 

. . .Suffers also with the abandonment of his friends. At the time of 
his successes, there were many people around him, he was much 
flattered. It was the fashionable painter. Newspapers cited his name, 
asked for photographs of their works. Today, in the worldly horizon 
other stars have risen. He is poor and they have forgotten: 

-I am alone, completely alone. Horrible!, has whispered to me many 
times. 

-What have you responded? 

-I have answered that it was wrong and offensive to think that. 
Because God is there close to him, and he never leaves any Creature 
that suffers and prays. 

-=-God?... I do not see... 

And he pronounced these name as anyone who listen the distant echo 
of a name heard in the past. 

Then, I insisted: 

-Yes, God is besides you. He is who send me to you. He is who speaks 
through my lips. Oh, 1t is certainly cruel the indifference of those 
who loved! Ayj¡, that is the life, the sad human life. But if you have 
God, you have everything. And perhaps God allows your insulation to 
deposit your hope completely in Him, and only in Him, who never lets 
us down. 

...And I continued talking to him, because I felt that my words were 






























































































































































coming s] 


owly in his mind. 





One night I went even further. 
-If knowing everything we now know of life, 


ingratitude, God will propose to restart your life from scratch, 


you accep 
The old 


horror and shout: 


t? 
artist 





" oh, 


-Since you reject the past, 








board then their emaciated hands, 
not again!" 
bravely accepts the future. 











TI have been asked this question: 
their vanities 


and their 
would 





and with an air of 


Get ready to 





cross the short tunnel that separates the shadow of light, the 
miserable housing, the final mansion... 

And TI add: One is always more blessed than any other. Think that 
there are other more wretched, more abandoned than you. 

And also, you are an artist, that is priest of Beauty. You have had 
hours of supreme Joy, which the profanes have ever met. 

...This gift, which God has granted to you, of to understand the 
Beauty, will hold you in the last hour with the thought that you are 


going to Him who is all beauty, 


has cover 


a th 





spread on 
carved, p 


the sad earth, 





ainted and perfumed flowers. 








to the God who created light, 
sweetness morning and evening splendor, 
the constellated night of 
the death takes you into a 





which 
which has 
the sky, which has 





landscape of indescribable magnificence. And are the angelic faces 


that you are abl 


le to contemplate. 


... Death is the butterfly that leaves on the edge of the ditch that 


surrounded the 
Near the bedside of 


. . And 
that from 
prayer of 


Ae 
-Thank 
of the ho 

limits. 





. . .Dismissal of having visited the dying, 

them your blessings. 
...I remember that the Christian hope is burst 

that death is merely a "goodbye" 


a loved one, 


his own, 


...God will 


.And whil 


—-Believe,, 





larva, 





indeed, I had 
the depths of 


to dive into the blue, 
that dying man, 


his spirit, 











you Lord! 
rizon, 


and comment 





my beautiful Angel, 
the soul of this poor dying. 
And since you have wished you to discover a piece 
let me tell you my secret, 





such as 








into the empyrean!... 
TI have been enthusiastically. 
the impression that my dying understood me; 
his sentence is up to You, 
the humble artist who is directed to the supreme artist. 

which TI did disappoint the hope born 


and 
the 


suffering, without 


IT go to all those who lost 


ting with immortality, 
that the Christian should not mourn 


like those unfortunates who have no faith... 











Can return 


living and 


. . And 
forgotten 
trembling 

. . Beho 
hope, yet 

-On you 


special Angel 
will always be more than you. 


because I 
you. 





on 
either, 





in turn. 





prayer, 








, amid the immense mystery of Eternity. 





ld, Lord what 





!, What 
r beautiful way! 
with love. 











I say in various forms. 


as final, 


Now, 


t to see them again, 
in the religious cult 
The contact between the 


the dead were not 
Attend the meeting of the soul 


gather within an ultimate happiness to those who love 
each other and were separated. 

le waiting for that momen 
to find their dead in the 
celebrated for the repose of their souls. 
the dead is never broken. 
the last day of living, 


Christians 





forgotten, not 
that moves, 


It is always hope, 
T try to make it flourish on the human path. 

=says Christ-, 
TI will never reproach that you were too good, 
go on. 





watching his 


Suffering Calls 


Chapter XXXVII 
THE ANGEL OF DEATH 


High, solemn, full of melancholy eyes, the Angel of Deal 
in front of God. And timidly, his lips murmuring as a lameni 
repeats itself: 

-I come, Lord, because 1t must come. But there are anxieties, pains, 
which mainly I bring. I will never get used to the terrible mission 
that you have ordered, the Death! 

-TI understand you, Angel. You have not ever experienced the ordeal 
of death. I have been through it. And I rushed her abominable 
bitterness. 

Every day I see around me that death and in circumstances vary, but 
all horrible and full of mystery. Il see a children die in the arms of 
their mother. 

-These, are transformed in the act in your brothers in the blue 
paradise 

-1 see young people dying on the threshold of life, when it smiled a 
brighter future. 

-The gardener also cuts even flowers that are Just buds, and are the 
most precious. The pagans themselves yet said: "to Him whom the gods 
love, die young". 
-I have seen the death of parents, vigorous, in his youth. 
-The men also cut down selected trees, and is for beautiful 


h appears 
that 
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purposes. I myself have died thirty-three years... And what a death! 
-I have seen the death of elderly... 
-=That is very normal. It is like go to sleep then, after the rough 





day. They extend their tired arms in brace of the sleep of death, that 
brings calm and prepare them for the beautiful resurrection of the 
clear morning. 

-=Sir, considering it from the sky you have all the answers. But let 
me tell you how painful back and bathed in tears is my mission on 
earth. I, immortal Angel, I see nothing but death, and I see 1t in all 
lts aspects. 

And some there that must to be beautiful. Recognize that sometimes 
you have nevertheless, touching consolations. 

-O0h, 1 do not deny 1t. Last night, for example, here is the letter 
found under the pillow of one of your choosen. It is quite wrinkled, 
because this i11 , who suffered a lot, he read every day. 

-TI would like to hear you-read: 

The angel then read: 












































My God, I know that in this world everything has to have an end: the 
oak and the reed, the insect and man. 
IT, created by You with better clay, Il accept, therefore, death. 
accept the suffering that precedes it, limiting my activities, the 
humiliating slavery imposed on me. 
accept the decline of this body, of which TI was once so proud. 
accept it as expiation of my pride and my faults, as the 
purification necessary for admission to the Hall of Light and of 
Peace. 
A profound hope in me will continue to flourish with the blackness 
of the grave. I think that my Redeemer liveth. 
He has conquered death. I will beat it too. 
But to address this ultimate battle, 1 implore your powerful grace. 
























































Because I am nothing but misery and sin. 
And you are All. 
God and my Lord, have mercy on me! 


-Behold, Oh my Angel!, the comforting expression of a beautiful 
soul. 

-=-No doubt, Sir; but souls like that are rare, can be counted. 

-The Apostle Paul wrote: "I get tired of living. Avid I see the end, 
the breakdown of my body, and come to Christ". 

-Yes, but how many others are indifferent, frivolous...! 

..."I have no more than a pleasure, said an old sinner to his 
doctor, my remorse!" 

-A real disturbing pleasure. 

-Many patients die without any spiritual reaction. Others, 
exasperated by suffering, call to the death, not as the apostle Paul, 
but as the end of their troubles, as a leap into nothingness. Some 
people try to get it, although they fear it. 

«.."It is not death that scares me, said a famous writer, but to 
die". 

T understand that fear. And however...! 

For most death is unexplained human catastrophe. She is the one that 
causes the most terrible questions, arising from the depths of 
anguished souls and come to me, begging an answer. Why the pain? Why 
death? 



































.That painter, lover of Beauty, who becomes blind. 
.That musician, attacked of deafness. 
«That sick without hope, gnawed to the marrow by cancer. 





...This new mother who dies giving life to a being. What a 
abominable contradiction! 
.The miner, smothered in downhole. 

.The sailor on the sea floor. 

...The fallen soldier, maimed, on the battlefield. 

...Again I say, Sir, I can not get used to seeing all those sorrows, 
those desolations, these horrors. 

-My beloved Angel. Your pain is my pain. Me too, on the earth, 
passed it. And my Holy Mother, and my Apostles. And with them, all who 
have lived in this valley of tears. 

-But, why Lord, why? 

Angel, you are evoking the immense mystery. 

-Lift up to me, Lord, the veil a little. If I understood better, 
would be stronger. 

-Here is waht I can tell you, suffering is the price of any 
redemption of oneself and others, the price of all enrichment of the 
soul, the price of an eternity of rest and joy. 

.Suffering is this "not what" that misfortune refinement that adds 
to the virtue. 

««.This truth is really terrible and cruel. But the reality is also 
evident that all men that should look brave face to face. 

...The world itself, so frivolous and vain, is forced to unfold 
before her. And one of his writers have been able to say with 
precision, to pay homage: 

Does the man? An apprentice; the pain, his teacher, 
And no one knows until they have suffered. 

. . . Under the arch of triumph of the earth, is the miserable, but 
glorious plunder of the unknown soldier that honor men, and not the 
richest banker, full of gold. 

...The earth is the test. 
















































































.Death, the transit. 
. The eternity, the arrival to the definitive. 

...And that is the reason that the Church, boldy called to the 
birthday the day of death: God natalis. 

... There is no discussion possible about that truth. Imposed from 
the original sin. That is why I have launched to the humanity this 
statement puzzling: 

Blessed are those who suffer! 

...Yes, they, against all the human appearances, are the blessed. 
They, and not others. 

The angel then, bows in front of Christ which has risen to give a 
greater solemnity to his answer. 

-What a mystery, Oh Lord, too for an angel! 

-For the man, the mystery is everywhere. The Pain and Death shall 
have a full response later, when the poor intelligence of the human 
creature is capable of dealing with this unspeakable thing that is the 
love of God. 

...And that is what the Cursed has not wanted to admit. He has 
refused to bow to the forced conseguences of that love. He would not 
accept that me, Son of God became man to rescue the man, because 1 
loved him. 

. . . What to console you, Angel of Death, is that far more often than 
you think you are the also the Angel of Life. 

-1 do not understand, Lord. 

-Even if you are an angel, there are many things that you do not 
know. You know now that God lavishes the dying man with extraordinary 
gifts. Among the apparent death and real death, there is sometimes a 
time when the dying person sees. It is like the man oemerging ut of a 
cave see, suddenly, the sun bright. Then, the feeling of his faults 
shed, perhaps, on him like a liberating clarity, which can instantly 
cause a perfect act of contrition. 

...SO, the other day, an unhappy, exasperated by complaints from 
women and driven by the Damned, jumped from a third floor to the 
streets to kill himself. But during the few seconds it took his fall, 
he shouted: "My God, have mercy on me..." 

And God has had mercy on him. 

. . «Another example: certain industrial, practiced not completely 
absorbed by their business, drive your car at high speed. However, 
when passing a church, dedicated to my Holy Mother, look at the image 
of the Virgin on the front door. Then, by a residue of a habit 
inherited from their elders, up to his lips a prayer from another 
time, a simple invocation, almost childlike... 

...A few seconds later, his car suffered a brutal collision with 
another. And died in the act. 

...Well; his prayer, the simple prayer of a child, Il repeat, 
addressed to my mother, passed before the tribunal of God. 

Have you saved his soul? -Asks the angel-. 

-Has not been lost. 

Another example more, -Christ says-: 

...A bartender who lived only for their old bottles and had never 
thought that there was God and that he had a soul. That man, in his 
agony, had recived such a grace, that he has been dead avidly kissing 
the crucifix. 

...And that worldly woman, wounded by the death in full swing... 

In saying this, Christ is concentrated: 

-I hate the world, which is hypocrisy and deceit. However, this 
woman has done some good. He has suffered with the death of his 
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for whom she was a good daughter. She sometimes entered in 
the church to pray to the Blessed Virgin. She assisted his old country 
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brand novísimo. 
She sensed in advance the unspeakable happiness of heaven, the Joy 
of living for ever among the selected souls, and to landscapes whose 
beauty can not imagine the man... 
. ..But we must also preach the Hope... proclaim the forgiveness of 
sins. Certainly, these are 
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after having nobly lived between her husband and children, laugh at 
the same face of death that comes in front of she: in die Ribedit 
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Therefore bring that hope to shine in the 
frightening desperation, until the last 
of life. Dum Spiro Spero. While 1 breathe, 
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-My beloved angel. Piety, 
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my apology before your eyes for the words 


t that perhaps may have offended you. 
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too the poor human wreck that I became, under the weight of 
the Garden of Olives. 


...It was there in a sweat of blood, and helpless, I cried out to 








heaven: "Father, if this 1s 
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down towards the dying on earth, to all 
Death. 
eternal rest!... 
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"Magnificat!..." 
Huge disappointment... 


Chapter XXXVIII 


FINAL ASSEMBLY OF HEAVEN 


And was held in the sky, an immense, indescribable assembly, 
something like an anticipation of the final Judgment of the earth.. 
The few angels who came first to the throne of Christ were only the 
vanguard of the inmense army of heaven. 
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Without knowing exact account of the profound reason of these sudden 
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these large seabirds that with the open wings allowed to be carried by 
the rushing streams whose providential origin they ignored. 

In the churches, the priests, animated by an intense heat, speak to 
the crowds, with special accent of youth and faith. A missionary 
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And the congregation listen and follow the guiding words. 
The work of the youth and charities penetrate deeper into the lives 
of the working masses. 
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The "new" no longer exists. 
The hour has come to the return of the eternal traditions. 
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Chapter XXXIX 


FINAL ASSEMBLY OF HELL 





At the sam 
celebrate the general meet 





time, in the black and deep abyss, lair of the Damn, 











It is the end of his jou 





ing of Satan. 
rney, which should bring you a tangible 


proof of his strength, and the hope of victory, when sound the hour, 
so next to the general confl 
are divided the two blocks 
until the improbable, one 











All the demons come, 








flagación. The great sinister hour in which 
of the world, thrown themselves, armed 
against the another. 








slowly, proudly, very pleased of the evil that 





they have perpetrated upon the earth, each claiming, in loudly voice 
have corrupted more souls than others... 

Pride, Avarice, Lust, Envy, Gluttony, Wrath and Sloth, solemny are 
located in the front row. 
deserves to occupy the top 
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It is the staff of Satan, and believes it 
spot in this official manifestation of the 





without keep an order, come the demons, subdemons, so 
proud and pleased with themselves as the archangels, the Human 
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shout their misdeeds, list 




















the Worldly Devil and all the others worldly 
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They form over there a dense mass of grunts, screams, howls. Each 
used their elbows to pass the another, to throw on the backs of theirs 
neighbors and get it fixed in the great Master, whose appearance 
immediately impressive and expected. 

Of those infernal troops ascend a heavy emanation, unbearable, 
composed of all the corruptions of the earth, of all the rooten souls 
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eagerly awaiting the appearance of the Boss, who will 


proclaim the official result of the extraordinary offensive of his 
famous Journey. 

And also has to give the 
The subdemons are convinced that receive the appointment of demons and 
devils are waiting for the 
Thrones and Powers. Withou 
spewed by throwing into the circulation. 

-I have won more souls than all of you! Shouts the demon of Human 


Respect. 








rewards we all believe they have earned. 


ir promotions to Archangels, Cherubim, 
t any modesty, everyone and their titles 





-Not as many as me! Repl 

And the Worldly Devil, a 
contemptuously rise above his shoulder over those vulgar and 
uneducated hordes. 

Lucifer take long to appear. If punctuality is the politeness of 
kings, is not that of Mr. 
rumors. Because many of th 
cabarets, "movies" and oth 
do not want to miss. Becau 
full of weeping and gnashing of teeth. 
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lways so Slick, curled and perfumed, 


Satan. So the room begins to fill with 
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The hight doors were opened, in pairs, a chain noise resounds on the 
stone floor. 

-Knee in land- claim the two Archangels of service. 

Obey them... or they do not obey... So they mock in some corners, 
where they meet the strong heads, the recalcitrant. 

Lucifer, moreover, does not pay any attention to then. 

Seems to be that the Master is not happy -whispers the Pride in the 
ear of Envy-. 

In fact, Lucifer, usually neither friendly nor affordable seems to 
be, that evening, of execrable humor. Dry face, sullen, concentrated, 
green eyes, throwing lightning around the room. And in the mouth, 
those yellow teeth squeak between his grim lips. 





























-Silence!- Shouts with sahrp and loud voice. 
All are silent. 
Speak up!... 


Then, dropping heavily every word, as the hammer falls on the 
steel... 

Lucifer says: 

Il am going to inform you of the outcome of the journey. 

And ironically Satan adds: 

Of my Journey!... 

...I have expected that you provide it magnificent. Because every 
one of you assured to me that he had worked wonders and obtained a 
decisive and resonant victory. 

...Should I be able to say, therefore, accumulating superb feats, 
that victory was complete. 

...Well ...Not so! It is the defeat and utter defeat. 

Consternation in part of the assembly. 

Lucifer continues: 

-Here, as on earth, there are intelligent and stupid. 

... The intelligent, those who can see and foresee, those, they have 
lied me, absurdly exaggerating the effects of a particular success. 

...The fools have deceived themselves. 

Moreover, Christ has regained almost all those souls wich you have 
pretended delivered to me. 

...The adventure of the good thief, saved at the last moment, 
repeated in thousands of cases. I know that the Purgatory is full of 
souls that should have been belongs hundred times and that you have 
left to escape them of me. You know well, however, that a soul is not 
really mine but when is in my kingdom 

...While afloat in the intermediate regions wich separates the 
apparent death of the real death, I will never be a completely certain 
that I possess it. Christ and his Mother have many means to act, to 
inspire a dying repentance, that make them to escapes of me, quite 
rightly, of my claws so held out to him. 

«.. That you know well. 

...Do not be puffed up, therefore, of unfortunately finished 
exploits. And do not sell the skin of a Christian before he are really 
spread out on the tiles of my Hell. 

...I repeat: some have lied, and they have lied to me the Price of 
falsehood! Can you believe for a moment that I would be deceived by 
her vanity and exaggeration? 

...The others have left coiling. 
...And I, who at the beginning of the day, 1 already foresaw the 
dawn of the Victorie, I had to change of tone, quickly and shamefully. 

...You are, for various reasons, the responsible for the 
overwhelming defeat. 








































































































...So then, I will throw all of them... 

...Get out of here!... The ones to the earth, the souls of the 
wretched than you seem to you. The others, the useless, to your den, 
where there is no light, no peace, no hope... 

...The illusion vanished... You are no longer more than a condemned, 
and forever! 

Lucifer ends in a tone of bitterness mixed with anger: 

-I have here, therefore, a disappointment which is in addition to 
many others!... If you had been less arrogant, if you had relied less 
on yourself, you should have arrived. Because never were so favorable 
the circumstances to us. 

Less proud! -says-, laughing in a corner, a small subdemon, little 
respectful. And Him? 

-Yes, go away from here. Devour each to each other. For what you do, 
you shall be always enough. 

Then a dull roar, which is increased, a roar of surprise, 
disappointment and rage, rising from the mouths of all of those 
infernal mass, so much so that one would have thought for a moment 
that all those demons were going to pounce on their Master, and 
exterminate him. 

But Lucifer, the great fallen Archangel, 1t seemed to them so 
fierce, so terribly strong, once again bowed his head and accepted the 
outrage, like dogs under the whip of his master. 

Moreover, the great staff, after some hesitation, gives the example 
of submission and scape. 

Pride, always haughty, with the head erected, go out by a side... 

Envy, more yellow than ever, parade on other. 

Greed follows them, clenching his fists bony creaking. 

The same does the Wrath, grinding his teeth and looking, about him, 
over which one he could be launched. 

Laziness is what comes out last, throwned by the Lust, overwhelmed. 

-And moreover, how many people I have brought to him! Says, 
groaning. 

Glottony pronounces the final word: 

-Even in the same hell, virtue is not rewarded!... 

When the seven major parade, the mass of demons and subdemons were 
thrown out of thedoors, and whipping by the Archangels of the day. 

And thees whole dark horde, sticky, vomiting blasphemies against 
Lucifer ratehr that to God, be scattered to the fiour winds of the 
space. 

The famous Journey was over. 

Only in the great hall where always float the heavy stink smell 
provided all the damned, Lucifer contemplates the void, with tired 
eyes. 

Slowly spreads its rough wings, and from there, without direction, 
toward to those immensities of the boredom where everywhere are th 
Desperation and Death... 
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